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Performance Tasks Related to Core Standards 
Selecting Text Exemplars 
The following text samples primarily serve to exemplify the level of complexity and quality that the 

Standards require all students in a given grade band to engage with. Additionally, they are suggestive of 

the breadth of texts that students should encounter in the text types required by the Standards. The 

choices should serve as useful guideposts in helping educators select texts of similar complexity, quality, 

and range for their own classrooms. They expressly do not represent a partial or complete reading list. 

The process of text selection was guided by the following criteria: 

¶ Complexity. Appendix A describes in detail a three-part model of measuring text complexity 

based on qualitative and quantitative indices of inhŜǊŜƴǘ ǘŜȄǘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘȅ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƻǊǎΩ 

professional judgment in matching readers and texts in light of particular tasks. In selecting texts 

to serve as exemplars, the work group began by soliciting contributions from teachers, 

educational leaders, and researchers who have experience working with students in the grades 

for which the texts have been selected. These contributors were asked to recommend texts that 

they or their colleagues have used successfully with students in a given grade band. The work 

group made final selections based in part on whether qualitative and quantitative measures 

indicated that the recommended texts were of sufficient complexity for the grade band. For 

those types of textsτparticularly poetry and multimedia sourcesτfor which these measures 

are not as well suited, professional judgment necessarily played a greater role in selection. 

¶ Quality. While it is possible to have high-complexity texts of low inherent quality, the work 

group solicited only texts of recognized value. From the pool of submissions gathered from 

outside contributors, the work group selected classic or historically significant texts as well as 

contemporary works of comparable literary merit, cultural significance, and rich content. 

¶ Range. After identifying texts of appropriate complexity and quality, the work group applied 

other criteria to ensure that the samples presented in each band represented as broad a range 

of sufficiently complex, high-quality texts as possible. Among the factors considered were initial 

publication date, authorship, and subject matter. 

Copyright and Permissions 
For those exemplar texts not in the public domain, we secured permissions and in some cases employed 

a conservative interpretation of Fair Use, which allows limited, partial use of copyrighted text for a 

ƴƻƴǇǊƻŦƛǘ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƳǇŀƛǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ƘƻƭŘŜǊΩǎ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜƪ 



a fair return for his or her work. In instances where we could not employ Fair Use and have been unable 

to secure permission, we have listed a title without providing an excerpt. Thus, some short texts are not 

excerpted here, as even short passages from them would constitute a substantial portion of the entire 

work. In addition, illustrations and other graphics in texts are generally not reproduced here. Such visual 

elements are particularly important in texts for the youngest students and in many informational texts 

for readers of all ages. (Using the qualitative criteria outlined in Appendix A, the work group considered 

the importance and complexity of graphical elements when placing texts in bands.) 

When excerpts appear, they serve only as stand-ins for the full text. The Standards require that students 

engage with appropriately complex literary and informational works; such complexity is best found in 

whole texts rather than passages from such texts. 

Please note that these texts are included solely as exemplars in support of the Standards. Any additional 

use of those texts that are not in the public domain, such as for classroom use or curriculum 

development, requires independent permission from the rights holders.  

Sample Performance Tasks 

The text exemplars are supplemented by brief performance tasks that further clarify the meaning of the 

Standards. These sample tasks illustrate specifically the application of the Standards to texts of sufficient 

complexity, quality, and range. Relevant Reading standards are noted in brackets following each task, 

and the words in italics in the task reflect the wording of the Reading standard itself. (Individual grade-

specific Reading standards are identified by their strand, grade, and number, so that RI.4.3, for example, 

stands for Reading, Informational Text, grade 4, standard 3.) 

How to Read This Document 

The materials that follow are divided into text complexity grade bands as defined by the Standards: 

Kindergarten to grade 1, grades 2 & 3, grades 4 & 5, grades 6 to 8, grades 9 & 10, and grades 11 to 

College and Career ReadinessΦ 9ŀŎƘ ōŀƴŘΩǎ ŜȄŜƳǇƭŀǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŘƛǾƛŘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘŜȄǘ ǘȅǇŜǎ ƳŀǘŎƘƛƴg those 

required in the Standards for a given grade. Kindergarten through grade 5 exemplars are separated into 

stories, poetry, and informational texts (as well as read-aloud texts in kindergarten through grade 3). 

The grade 6 through College and Career Readiness exemplars are divided into English language arts, 

history, social studies, science, mathematics, and technical subjects, with the ELA texts further 

subdivided into stories, drama, poetry, and informational texts. (The history and social studies texts also 

include some arts-related texts.) Citations introduce each excerpt, and additional citations are included 

for texts not excerpted in the appendix. Within each grade band and after each text type, sample 

performance tasks are included for select texts. 

Media Texts 

Selected excerpts are accompanied by annotated links to related media texts freely available online at 

the time of the publication of this document. 
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Stories 

Minarik, Else Holmelund. Little Bear. Illustrated by Maurice Sendak. New York: HarperCollins, 1957. (1957) 

From ñBirthday Soupò 

άaƻǘƘŜǊ .ŜŀǊΣ aƻǘƘŜǊ .ŜŀǊΣ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ Ŏŀƭƭǎ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΦ άhƘΣ ŘŜŀǊΣ aƻǘƘŜǊ .ŜŀǊ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ my friends 
will come, but I do not see a birthday cake.  My goodness ς no birthday cake.  What can I do? The pot is by the fire. The water in the pot is hot.  
If I put something in the water, I can make Birthday Soup.  All my friends like soup.  
Let me see what we have.  We have carrots and potatoes, peas and tomatoes; I can make soup with carrots, potatoes, peas and tƻƳŀǘƻŜǎΦέ So 
Little Bear begins tƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƻǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ōƭŀŎƪ ǇƻǘΦ  CƛǊǎǘΣ IŜƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƛƴΦ  άIŀǇǇȅ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΣ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ  ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ IŜƴΣέ ǎŀȅǎ [ƛǘtle 
Bear. 
IŜƴ ǎŀȅǎΣ άaȅΗ  {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ƎƻƻŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ  Lǎ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ōƭŀŎƪ ǇƻǘΚέ 
ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀȅǎ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΣ άL ŀƳ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ {ƻǳǇΦ  ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜΚέ 
άhƘΣ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎŀȅǎ IŜƴΦ  !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎƛǘǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘΦ 
Next, Duck comes in. άIŀǇǇȅ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΣ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ōŜŀǊΣέ ǎŀȅǎ 5ǳŎƪΦ  άaȅΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ƎƻƻŘΦ  Lǎ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ōƭŀŎƪ ǇƻǘΚέ 
ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ 5ǳŎƪΣέ ǎŀȅǎ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΦ  ά¸ŜǎΣ L ŀƳ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ {ƻǳǇΦ  ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΚέ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎŀȅǎ 
Duck.  And she sits down to wait. 
Next, Cat comes in. άIŀǇǇȅ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΣ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ 
ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ /ŀǘΣέ ǎŀȅǎ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΦ  άL ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ .irthday Soup. I am making Birthday Soup. 
/ŀǘ ǎŀȅǎΣ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƻƪΚ  LŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΣ L ǿƛƭƭ Ŝŀǘ ƛǘΦέ 
άDƻƻŘΣέ ǎŀȅǎ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΦ  ά¢ƘŜ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ {ƻǳǇ ƛǎ ƘƻǘΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ Ŝŀǘ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦ  ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ aƻǘƘŜǊ .ŜŀǊΦ  L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎΦέ 
άbƻǿΣ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǳǇ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ IŜƴΣέ ǎŀȅǎ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΦ  ά!ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǳǇ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ 5ǳŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǳǇ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ, Cat, and here is 
ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ  bƻǿ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ {ƻǳǇΦέ 
/ŀǘ ǎŜŜǎ aƻǘƘŜǊ .ŜŀǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎΣ ά²ŀƛǘΣ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΦ  5ƻ ƴƻǘ Ŝŀǘ ȅŜǘΦ  {Ƙǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ƻƴŜΣ ǘǿƻΣ ǘƘǊŜŜΦέ 
[ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊ ǎƘǳǘǎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎΣ άhƴŜΣ ǘǿƻΣ ǘƘǊŜŜΦέ 



Mother Bear comes in with a big cake. 
άbƻǿΣ ƭƻƻƪΣέ ǎŀȅǎ /ŀǘΦ 
άhƘΣ aƻǘƘŜǊ .ŜŀǊΣέ ǎŀȅǎ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΣ άǿƘŀǘ ŀ ōƛƎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀy Cake!  Birthday Soup is good to eat, but not as good as Birthday 
/ŀƪŜΦ  L ŀƳ ǎƻ ƘŀǇǇȅ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦέ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ IŀǇǇȅ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΣ [ƛǘǘƭŜ .ŜŀǊΗέ ǎŀȅǎ aƻǘƘŜǊ .ŜŀǊΦ  ά¢Ƙƛǎ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ /ŀƪŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ  L ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƛrthday, and I never 
wiƭƭΦέ  
TEXT COPYRIGHT © 1957 BY ELSE HOLMELUND MINARIK. ILLUSTRATIONS COPYRIGHT © 1957 BY MAURICE SENDAK. Used by 
permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Eastman, P. D. Are You My Mother? New York: Random House, 1960. (1960) 

A mother bird sat on her egg. The egg jumped. 
άhƘ ƻƘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ōƛǊŘΦ  άaȅ ōŀōȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΗ  IŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦέ 
άL Ƴǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ōŀōȅ ōƛǊŘ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  άL ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΗέ 
So away she went. 
From ARE YOU MY MOTHER? by P. D. Eastman, copyright © 1960 by P. D. Eastman. Copyright renewed 1988 by Mary L. Eastman. Used 
ōȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ wŀƴŘƻƳ IƻǳǎŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ .ƻƻƪǎΣ ŀ ŘƛǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ wŀƴŘƻƳ IƻǳǎŜΣ LƴŎΦ  

Seuss, Dr. Green Eggs and Ham. New York: Random House, 1960. (1960) 

Lopshire, Robert. Put Me in the Zoo. New York: Random House, 1960. (1960) 

I will go into the zoo. I want to see it.   Yes, I do. 
I would like to live this way.   This is where I want to stay. 
Will you keep me in the zoo?  I want to stay in here with you. 
From PUT ME IN THE ZOO by Robert Lopshire, copyright © 1960, renewed 1988 by Robert Lopshire. Used by permission of Random 
IƻǳǎŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ .ƻƻƪǎΣ ŀ ŘƛǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ wŀƴŘƻƳ IƻǳǎŜΣ LƴŎΦ !ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ !ƴȅ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŜȄǘΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ŦƻǊ Ŏƭassroom use or 
curriculum development, requires independent permission from Random House, Inc. 

Mayer, Mercer. A Boy, a Dog and a Frog. New York: Dial, 2003. (1967) 
This is a wordless book appropriate for kindergarten. 

Lobel, Arnold. Frog and Toad Together. New York: HarperCollins, 1971. (1971)  

From ñThe Gardenò 

Frog was in his garden.  Toad came walking by.  
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΣ CǊƻƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻƎΦ  άLǘ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƴƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǿƻǊƪΦέ 
άL ǿƛǎƘ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻŀŘΦ   
άIŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ ǎŜŜŘǎΦ  tƭŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻƎΣ άŀƴŘ ǎƻƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΦέ 
άIƻǿ ǎƻƻƴΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ¢ƻŀŘΦ 
άvǳƛǘŜ ǎƻƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻƎΦ 
Toad ran home.  He planted the flower seeds. 
άbƻǿ ǎŜŜŘǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻŀŘΣ άǎǘŀǊǘ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎΦέ 
Toad walked up and down a few times.  The seeds did not start to grow.  Toad put hiǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΣ άbƻǿ 
ǎŜŜŘǎΣ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎΗέ ¢ƻŀŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŜŘǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿΦ 
¢ƻŀŘ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ άbh² {995{Σ {¢!w¢ Dwh²LbDΗέ 
CǊƻƎ ŎŀƳŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻƛǎŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  άaȅ ǎŜŜŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƎǊƻǿΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻŀŘΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΣέ 
ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻƎΦ  ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǎŜŜŘǎ ŀǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿΦέ 
άaȅ ǎŜŜŘǎ ŀǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ¢ƻŀŘΦ 
άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻƎΦ  ά[ŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΦ  Let the sun shine on them, let the rain fall on them.  Soon your seeds will 
ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿΦέ 
¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ¢ƻŀŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ  ά5ǊŀǘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻŀŘΦ  άaȅ ǎŜŜŘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΦέ 
Toad went out to his garden wƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎŀƴŘƭŜǎΦ  άL ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŜŘǎ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻŀŘΦ  ά¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦέ  ¢ƻŀŘ ǊŜŀŘ ŀ 
long story to his seeds. 
All the next day Toad sang songs to his seeds.   
And all the next day Toad read poems to his seeds. 
And all the next day Toad played music for his seeds. 
¢ƻŀŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŜŘǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿΦ  ά²Ƙŀǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ L ŘƻΚέ ŎǊƛŜŘ ¢ƻŀŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŦǊightened 
ǎŜŜŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΗέ 
Then Toad felt very tired and he fell asleep.  
ά¢ƻŀŘΣ ¢ƻŀŘΣ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻƎΦ  ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΗέ 
Toad looked at his garden.  Little green plants were coming up out of the ground. 
ά!ǘ ƭŀǎǘΣέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ¢ƻŀŘΣ άƳȅ ǎŜŜŘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƎǊƻǿΗέ 
ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ǘƻƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻƎΦ 
ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻŀŘΣ άōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ CǊƻƎΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǊŘ ǿƻǊƪΦέ 
TEXT COPYRIGHT © 1971, 1972 BY ARNOLD LOBEL. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Lobel, Arnold. Owl at Home. New York: HarperCollins, 1975. (1975) 

From ñOwl and the Moonò 

One night Owl went down to the seashore.  He sat on a large rock and looked out at the waves.  Everything was dark.  Then a small tip 
of the moon came up over the edge of the sea. 



Owl watched the moon.  It climbed higher and higher into the sky.  Soon the whole, round moon was shining.  Owl sat on the rock and 
ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΦ  άLŦ L ŀƳ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳΣ ƳƻƻƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ  ²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ good 
ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ 
¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ōǳǘ hǿƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƳƻƻƴΦ  .ǳǘ ƴƻǿ L Ƴǳǎǘ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΦέ  hǿƭ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ 
path.  He looked up at the sky.  The moon was still there.  It was following him. 
άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƳƻƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ hǿƭΦ  άLǘ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƭƛƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΦ  .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎǘŀȅ ǳǇ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻ ŦƛƴŜΦέ  hǿƭ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 
ƻƴ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŀǊǘƘŜǊΦ  IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ  ά5ŜŀǊ ƳƻƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ hǿƭΣ άȅou really 
must not come home with me.  My house is small.  You would not fit through the door.  And I have nothƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦέ 
hǿƭ ƪŜǇǘ ƻƴ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ  ¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ǎŀƛƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΦ  άaƻƻƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ hǿƭΣ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜΦέ  hǿƭ 
ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ŀ ƘƛƭƭΦ  IŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ ƭƻǳŘƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ άDƻƻŘ-ōȅŜΣ ƳƻƻƴΗέ 
The moon ǿŜƴǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎΦ  hǿƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ  άLǘ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘ-bye to a 
ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ hǿƭΦ   
Owl came home.  He put on his pajamas and went to bed. The room was very dark.  Owl was still feeling sad.  All at onŎŜΣ hǿƭΩǎ 
ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ  hǿƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ  ¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎΦ  άaƻƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ have 
ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘƻƳŜΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘΣ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ hǿƭΦ 
Then Owl put his head on the pillow and closed his eyes.  The moon was shining down through the window.  Owl did not feel sad at all. 
COPYRIGHT © 1975 BY ARNOLD LOBEL. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

DePaola, Tomie. Pancakes for Breakfast. New York: Houghton Mifflin, 1978. (1978) 
This is a wordless book appropriate for kindergarten. 

Arnold, Tedd. Hi! Fly Guy. New York: Scholastic, 2006. (2006) 

From Chapter 1 

A fly went flying. 
He was looking for something to eatτsomething tasty, something slimy. 
A boy went walking 
He was looking for something to catchτsomething smart, something for The Amazing Pet Show. They met. 
The boy caught the fly in a jar. 
ά! ǇŜǘΗέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
The fly was mad. 
He wanted to be free. 
He stomped his foot and saidτBuzz! 
The boy was surprised. 
IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΗ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀǊǘŜǎǘ ǇŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΗέ 
From HI! FLY GUY by Tedd Arnold. Scholastic Inc./Cartwheel Books. Copyright © 2005 by Tedd Arnold. Used by permission. 

Poetry 

Anonymous. ñAs I Was Going to St. Ives.ò The Oxford Dictionary of Nursery Rhymes. Edited by Iona and 

Peter Opie. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1997. (c1800, traditional) 
As I was going to St. Ives, 
I met a man with seven wives, 
Each wife had seven sacks, Each sack had seven cats, Each cat had seven kits: 
Kits, cats, sacks, and wives, 
How many were there going to St. Ives? 

Rossetti, Christina. ñMix a Pancake.ò Read-Aloud Rhymes for the Very Young. Selected by Jack Prelutsky. 

Illustrated by Marc Brown. New York: Knopf, 1986. (1893) 
Mix a pancake, Stir a pancake, 
Pop it in the pan; 
Fry the pancake, 
Toss the pancakeτ Catch it if you can. 

Fyleman, Rose. ñSinging-Time.ò Read-Aloud Rhymes for the Very Young. Selected by Jack Prelutsky. 

Illustrated by Marc Brown. New York: Knopf, 1986. (1919) 
I wake in the morning early 
And always, the very first thing,  
I poke out my head and I sit up in bed And I sing and I sing and I sing. 

Milne, A. A. ñHalfway Down.ò When We Were Very Young. Illustrated by Ernest H. Shepard. New York: 

Dutton, 1988. (1924) 

Chute, Marchette. ñDrinking Fountain.ò Read-Aloud Rhymes for the Very Young.  Selected by Jack Prelutsky.  

Illustrated by Marc Brown. New York: Knopf, 1986. (1957) 
When I climb up  
¢ƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΣ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ¢ƘŜ ǿŀȅ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ 
I turn it up,  
The water goes  
And hits me right Upon the nose. 
I turn it down  



¢ƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǎƳŀƭƭ !ƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴȅ 5Ǌƛƴƪ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 
From Around and About by Marchette Chute, published 1957 by E.P. Dutton. Copyright renewed by Marchette Chute, 1985. Reprinted 
by permission of Elizabeth Hauser. 

Hughes, Langston. ñPoem.ò The Collected Poems of Langston Hughes. New York: Knopf, 1994. (1958) 

Ciardi, John. ñWouldnôt You?ò Read-Aloud Rhymes for the Very Young.  Selected by Jack Prelutsky.  

Illustrated by Marc Brown. New York: Knopf, 1986. (1961) 
If I  
Could go  
As high  
And low  
As the wind  
As the wind  
As the wind Can blowτ 
LΩŘ ƎƻΗ 
COPYRIGHT © 1962 BY JOHN CIARDI. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Wright, Richard. ñLaughing Boy.ò Winter Poems. Selected by Barbara Rogasky. Illustrated by Trina Schart 

Hyman. New York: Scholastic, 1994. (1973) [Note: This poem was originally titled ñIn the Falling Snow.ò] 

Greenfield, Eloise. ñBy Myself.ò Honey, I Love, and Other Love Poems. Illustrated by Leo and Diane Dillon. 

New York: Crowell, 1978. (1978) 

Giovanni, Nikki. ñCovers.ò The 20th Century Childrenôs Poetry Treasury. Selected by Jack Prelutsky. 

Illustrated by Meilo So. New York: Knopf, 1999. (1980) 

Glass covers windows   to keep the cold away Clouds cover the sky   to make a rainy day 
Nighttime covers   all the things that creep Blankeǘǎ ŎƻǾŜǊ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ 
COPYRIGHT © 1980 BY Nikki Giovanni. Used by permission. 

Merriam, Eve. ñIt Fell in the City.ò Read-Aloud Rhymes for the Very Young. Selected by Jack Prelutsky. 

Illustrated by Marc Brown. New York: Knopf, 1986. (1985) 

Lopez, Alonzo. ñCelebration.ò Song and Dance.  Selected by Lee Bennett Hopkins. Illustrated by Cheryl 

Munro Taylor.  New York: Simon & Schuster, 1997. (1993) 
I shall dance tonight. 
When the dusk comes crawling,  
There will be dancing and feasting. 
I shall dance with the others 
in circles,  
in leaps,   
in stomps. 
Laughter and talk 
Will weave into the night, 
Among the fires 
of my people. 
Games will be played 
And I shall be 
a part of it. 
From WHISPERING WIND by Terry Allen, copyright © 1972 by the Institute of American Indian Arts. Used by permission of Doubleday, a 
division of Random House, Inc. All rights reserved. Any additional use of this text, such as for classroom use or curriculum development, 
requires independent permission from Random House, Inc. 

Agee, Jon. ñTwo Tree Toads.ò Orangutan Tongs. New York: Hyperion, 2009. (2009) 
A three-toed tree toad tried to tie A two-ǘƻŜŘ ǘǊŜŜ ǘƻŀŘΩǎ ǎƘƻŜΦ 
But tying two-toed shoes is hard 
For three-toed toads to do, 
Since three-toed shoes each have three toes,  
And two-toed shoes have two. 
 άtƭŜŀǎŜ ǘƛŜ Ƴȅ ǘǿƻ-ǘƻŜŘ ǘǊŜŜ ǘƻŀŘ ǎƘƻŜΗέ ¢ƘŜ ǘǿƻ-ǘƻŜŘ ǘǊŜŜ ǘƻŀŘ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ άL ǘǊƛŜŘ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘΦ  bƻǿ L Ƴǳǎǘ ƎƻΣέ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ-toed tree toad 
sighed. The two-ǘƻŜŘ ǘǊŜŜ ǘƻŀŘΩǎ ǘǿƻ-toed shoe, Alas, remained untied. 
CǊƻƳ Wƻƴ !ƎŜŜΩǎ hǊŀƴƎǳǘŀƴ ¢ƻƴƎǎ ϭ нллф ōȅ Wƻƴ !ƎŜŜΦ wŜǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ōȅ tŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ 5ƛǎƴŜȅ IȅǇŜǊƛƻƴΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛƴǘ ƻŦ 5ƛǎƴŜȅ .ƻƻƪ DǊƻup 
LLC, All Rights Reserved. 

Read-Aloud Stories 

Baum, L. Frank. The Wonderful Wizard of Oz. Illustrated by W. W. Denslow. New York: HarperCollins, 2000. 

(1900) 

From Chapter 1: ñThe Cycloneò 

Dorothy lived in the midst of the great Kansas prairies, with Uncle Henry, wƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦŀǊƳŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ !ǳƴǘ 9ƳΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳŜǊΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΦ 
Their house was small, for the lumber to build it had to be carried by wagon many miles. There were four walls, a floor and a roof, 



which made one room; and this room contained a rusty looking cookstove, a cupboard for the dishes, a table, three or four chairs, and 
the beds. Uncle Henry and Aunt Em had a big bed in one corner, and Dorothy a little bed in another corner. There was no garret at all, 
and no cellarτexcept a small hole dug in the ground, called a cyclone cellar, where the family could go in case one of those great 
whirlwinds arose, mighty enough to crush any building in its path. It was reached by a trap door in the middle of the floor, from which 
a ladder led down into the small, dark hole.  
When Dorothy stood in the doorway and looked around, she could see nothing but the great gray prairie on every side. Not a tree nor 
a house broke the broad sweep of flat country that reached to the edge of the sky in all directions. The sun had baked the plowed land 
into a gray mass, with little cracks running through it. Even the grass was not green, for the sun had burned the tops of the long blades 
until they were the same gray color to be seen everywhere. Once the house had been painted, but the sun blistered the paint and the 
rains washed it away, and now the house was as dull and gray as everything else.  
When Aunt Em came there to live she was a young, pretty wife. The sun and wind had changed her, too. They had taken the sparkle 
from her eyes and left them a sober gray; they had taken the red from her cheeks and lips, and they were gray also. She was thin and 
ƎŀǳƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƴƻǿΦ ²ƘŜƴ 5ƻǊƻǘƘȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƻǊǇƘŀƴΣ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ !ǳƴǘ 9Ƴ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ 
laughter that shŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎǎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ 5ƻǊƻǘƘȅΩǎ ƳŜǊǊȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊǎΤ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ 
looked at the little girl with wonder that she could find anything to laugh at.  
Uncle Henry never laughed. He worked hard from morning till night and did not know what joy was. He was gray also, from his long 
beard to his rough boots, and he looked stern and solemn, and rarely spoke.  
It was Toto that made Dorothy laugh, and saved her from growing as gray as her other surroundings. Toto was not gray; he was a little 
black dog, with long silky hair and small black eyes that twinkled merrily on either side of his funny, wee nose. Toto played all day long, 
and Dorothy played with him, and loved him dearly.  
Today, however, they were not playing. Uncle Henry sat upon the doorstep and looked anxiously at the sky, which was even grayer 
than usual. Dorothy stood in the door with Toto in her arms, and looked at the sky too. Aunt Em was washing the dishes.  

Wilder, Laura Ingalls. Little House in the Big Woods. Illustrated by Garth Williams. New York: HarperCollins, 

2007. (1932) 

From ñTwo Big Bearsò 

The Story of Pa and the Bear in the Way 
When I went to town yesterday with the furs I found it hard walking in the soft snow. It took me a long time to get to town, and other 
men with furs had come in earlier to do their trading. The storekeeper was busy, and I had to wait until he could look at my furs. 
Then we had to bargain about the price of each one, and then I had to pick out the things I wanted to take in trade.  
So it was nearly sundown before I could start home. 
I tried to hurry, but the walking was hard and I was tired, so I had not gone far before night came. And I was alone in the Big Woods 
without my gun. 
There were still six miles to walk, and I came along as fast as I could. The night grew darker and darker, and I wished for my gun, 
because I knew that some of the bears had come out of their winter dens. I had seen their tracks when I went to town in the morning. 
Bears are hungry and cross at this time of year; you know they have been sleeping in their dens all winter long with nothing to eat, and 
that makes them thin and angry when they wake up. I did not want to meet one. 
I hurried along as quick as I could in the dark. By and by the stars gave a little light. It was still black as pitch where the woods were 
thick, but in the open places I could see, dimly. I could see the snowy road ahead a little way, and I could see the dark woods standing 
all around me. I was glad when I came into an open place where the stars gave me this faint light. 
All the time I was watching, as well as I could, for bears. I was listening for the sounds they make when they go carelessly through the 
bushes. 
Then I came again into an open place, and there, right in the middle of my road, I saw a big black bear. 

Atwater, Richard and Florence. Mr. Popperôs Penguins. Illustrated by Robert Lawson. New York: Little, 

Brown, 1988. (1938) 

From Chapter 1: ñStillwaterò  

It was an afternoon in late September. In the pleasant little city of Stillwater, Mr. Popper, the house painter was going home from 
work. 
He was carrying his buckets, his ladders, and his boards so that he had rather a hard time moving along. He was spattered here and 
there with paint and calcimine, and there were bits of wallpaper clinging to his hair and whiskers, for he was rather an untidy man.  
¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ǉƭŀȅ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜǿƛǾŜǎΣ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΣ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƘ ŘŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ǝƻes Mr. 
Popper. I must remember to ask John to have the ƘƻǳǎŜ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇǊƛƴƎΦέ  
bƻ ƻƴŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ aǊΦtƻǇǇŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƛƴ 
Stillwater. 
He was a dreamer. Even when he was busiest smoothing down the paste on the wallpaper, ƻǊ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ 
houses, he would forget what he was doing. Once he had painted three sides of a kitchen green, and the other side yellow. The 
housewife, instead of being angry and making him do it over, had liked it so well that she had made him leave it that way. And all the 
other housewives, when they saw it, admired it too, so that pretty soon everybody in Stillwater had two-colored kitchens. 
The reason Mr. Popper was so absent-minded was that he was always dreaming about far-away countries. He had never been out of 
Stillwater. Not that he was unhappy. He had a nice little house of his own, a wife whom he loved dearly, and two children, named 
Janie and Bill. Still, it would have been nice, he often thought, if he could have seen something of the world before he met Mrs. Popper 
and settled down. He had never hunted tigers in India, or climbed the peaks of the Himalayas, or dived for pearls in the South Seas. 
Above all, he had never seen the Poles. 



Jansson, Tove. Finn Family Moomintroll. Translated by Elizabeth Portch. New York: Farrar, Straus and 

Giroux, 1990. (1948) 

From ñPrefaceò 

One grey morning the first snow began to fall in the Valley of the Moomins. It fell softly and quietly, and in a few hours everything was 
white. 
MoomintǊƻƭƭ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘƻƻǊǎǘŜǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƭƭŜȅ ƴŜǎǘƭŜ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƛǘǎ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘΦ ά¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ άǿŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ 
Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ ό!ƭƭ aƻƻƳƛƴǘǊƻƭƭǎ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀōƻǳǘ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀΣ ǘƻƻ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘhe cold and 
the long winter darkness.) Shutting the door behind him, Moomintroll stole in to his mother and said: 
ά¢ƘŜ ǎƴƻǿ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜΗέ 
άL ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aƻƻƳƛƴƳŀƳƳŀΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳŜǎǘ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ǌƻom 
ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǾŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ {ƴƛŦŦΦέ 
ά.ǳǘ {ƴƛŦŦ ǎƴƻǊŜǎ ǎƻ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aƻƻƳƛƴǘǊƻƭƭΦ ά/ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ L ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿƛǘƘ {ƴǳŦƪƛƴ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΚέ 
ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜΣ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aƻƻƳƛƴƳŀƳƳŀΦ ά{ƴƛŦŦ Ŏŀƴ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀŎŜǎ ŜŀǎǘΦέ 
So the Moomin family, their friends, and all their acquaintances began solemnly and with great ceremony to prepare for the long 
winter. Moominmamma laid the table for them on the verandah but they only had pine-ƴŜŜŘƭŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΦ όLǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ 
your tummy full of pine if you intend to sleep all ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΦύ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƭ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀǎǘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƴƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ 
said good-night to each other, rather more cheerfully than usual, and Moominmamma encouraged them to clean their teeth. 

Haley, Gail E. A Story, A Story. New York: Atheneum, 1970. (1970) 

Once, oh small children round my knee, there were no stories on earth to hear.  All the stories belonged to Nyame, the Sky God.  He 
kept them in a golden box next to his royal stool. 
!ƴŀƴǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛŘŜǊ aŀƴΣ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ǘƘŜ {ƪȅ DƻŘΩǎ ǎǘories.  So he spun a web up to the sky. 
²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ {ƪȅ DƻŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǿƘŀǘ !ƴŀƴǎŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΣ ƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΥ  ά¢ǿŜΣ ǘǿŜΣ ǘǿŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ōǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ hǎŜōƻ ǘhe 
leopard of-the-terrible-teeth, Mmboro the hornet who-stings-like-fire, and Mmoatia the fairy whommen-never-ǎŜŜΦέ 
!ƴŀƴǎŜ ōƻǿŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΥ  άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ƎƭŀŘƭȅ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜΦέ 
ά¢ǿŜΣ ǘǿŜΣ ǘǿŜΣέ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ {ƪȅ DƻŘΦ  άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ŀ ǿŜŀƪ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƻ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ ǎƻ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ ǎƻ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ Ǉŀȅ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛŎŜΚέ 
But Ananse merely climbed down to earth to find the things that the Sky God demanded. 
Ananse ran along the jungle path ς yiridi, yiridi, yiridi ς till he came to Osebo the leopard-of-the-terrible-teeth. 
άhƘƻΣ !ƴŀƴǎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƻǇŀǊŘΣ άȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƴȅ ƭǳƴŎƘΦέ 
!ƴŀƴǎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΥ ά!ǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ  .ǳǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ Ǉƭŀȅ ǘƘŜ ōƛƴŘƛƴƎ ōƛƴŘƛƴƎ ƎŀƳŜΦέ 
¢ƘŜ ƭŜƻǇŀǊŘΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ƎŀƳŜǎΣ ŀǎƪŜŘΥ άIƻǿ ƛǎ ƛǘ ǇƭŀȅŜŘΚέ 
ά²ƛǘƘ ǾƛƴŜ ŎǊŜŜǇŜǊǎΣέ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ !ƴŀƴǎŜΦ  άL ǿƛƭƭ ōƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊ Ŧƻƻǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƻǘΦ  ¢ƘŜƴ L ǿƛƭƭ ǳƴǘƛŜ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘƛŜ ƳŜ ǳǇΦέ 
ά±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƻǇŀǊŘΣ ǿƘƻ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ !ƴŀƴǎŜ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ōƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ {ƻ !ƴŀƴǎŜ ǘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƻǇŀǊd by his 
foot by his foot by his foot by his foot, with the vine creeper. 
¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΥ άbƻǿΣ hǎŜōƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘŜ {ƪȅ DƻŘΦέ   !ƴŘ ƘŜ ƘǳƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŜŘ ƭŜƻǇŀǊŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǊŜŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƴƎƭŜΦ 
wŜǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ !ǘƘŜƴŜǳƳ .ƻƻƪǎ ŦƻǊ ¸ƻǳƴƎ wŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛƴǘ ƻŦ {ƛƳƻƴ ϧ {ŎƘǳǎǘŜǊ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ tǳōƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ 5ƛǾƛǎion 
from A STORY, A STORY by Gail E. Haley. Copyright © 1970 by Gail E. Haley. 

Bang, Molly. The Paper Crane. New York: Greenwillow, 1987. (1985) 

A man once owned a restaurant on a busy road.  He loved to cook good food and he loved to serve it.  He worked from morning until 
night, and he was happy. 
But a new highway was built close by.  Travelers drove straight from one place to another and no longer stopped at the restaurant.  
Many days went by when no guests came at all.  The man became very poor, and had nothing to do but dust and polish his empty 
plates and tables. 
One evening a stranger came into the restaurant.  His clothes were old and worn, but he had an unusual, gentle manner. 
Though he said he had not money to pay for food, the owner invited him to sit down.  He cooked the best meal he could make and 
seǊǾŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǎǘΣ άL Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Ǉŀȅ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ thank 
ȅƻǳ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅΦέ 
IŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƴŀǇƪƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǇŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎǊŀƴŜΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ŎƭŀǇ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ 
ǘƘƛǎ ōƛǊŘ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŀƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ  ¢ŀƪŜ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƛǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ  ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ƭeft. 
It happened just as the stranger had said.  The owner had only to clap his hands and the paper crane became a living bird, flew down 
to the floor, and danced. 
Soon word of the dancing crane spread, and people came from far and near to see the magic bird perform. 
The owner was happy again, for his restaurant was always full of guests.  He cooked and served and had company from morning until 
night. 
The weeks passed.  And the months. 
One evening a man came into the restaurant.  His clothes were old and worn, but had an unusual, gentle manner.  The owner knew 
him at once and was overjoyed. 
The stranger, however, said nothing.  He took a flute from his pocket, raised it to his lips, and began to play. 
The crane flew down from its place on the shelf and danced as it had never danced before. 
The stranger finished playing, lowered the flute from his lips, and returned it to his pocket.  He climbed on the back of the crane, and 
they flew out of the door and away. 
The restaurant still stands by the side of the road, and guests still come to eat the good food and hear the story of the gentle stranger 
and the magic crane made from a paper napkin.  But neither the stranger nor the dancing crane has ever been seen again. 
TEXT COPYRIGHT © 1985 BY MOLLY BANG. USED WITH PERMISSION OF GREENWILLOW BOOKS. 



Young, Ed. Lon Po Po: A Red-Riding Hood Story from China. New York: Putnam, 1989. (1989) 

άtƻ tƻΣέ {ƘŀƴƎ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 
άtƻ tƻΣέ ¢ŀƻ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 
άtƻ tƻΣέ tŀƻǘȊŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ was 
truly dead. Then they climbed down, went into the house, closed the door, locked the door with the latch and fell peacefully asleep. 
On the next day their mother returned with baskets of food from their real Po Po, and the three sisters told her the story of the Po Po 
who had come. 
Copyright © 1989 Ed Young. Reprinted with permission of McIntosh & Otis, Inc. 

Garza, Carmen Lomas. Family Pictures. San Francisco: Childrenôs Book Press, 1990. (1990) 

From ñThe Fair in Reynosaò 

My friends and I once went to a very big fair across the border in Reynosa, Mexico. The fair lasted a whole week. Artisans and 
entertainers came from all over Mexico. There were lots of booths with food and crafts. This is one little section where everybody is 
ordering and eating tacos. 
I painted a fŀǘƘŜǊ ōǳȅƛƴƎ ǘŀŎƻǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ why 
ǎƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ǘƻ ǘŀƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ L Ŏŀƴ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊǎΩ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜǎΦ 

From ñBirthday Partyò 

ThaǘΩǎ ƳŜ ƘƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƷŀǘŀ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǎƛȄǘƘ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ǇŀǊǘȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦƻǳǊǘƘ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ōƛƎ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ party 
for us and invited all kinds of friends, cousins and neighborhood kids. 
¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƷŀǘŀ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǘ ƛt, because your eyes are covered with a handkerchief. My father is pulling the rope 
that makes the piñata go up and down. He will make sure that everybody has a chance to hit it at least once. Somebody will end up 
ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŘƛes will fall out and all the kids will run and try to grab them. 
wŜǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜǊΣ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ .ƻƻƪ tǊŜǎǎΦ 9ȄŎŜǊǇǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ CŀƳƛƭȅ tƛŎǘǳǊŜǎκ/ǳŀŘǊƻǎ ŘŜ CŀƳƛƭƛŀ όϭ мффлΣ 2005) by 
Carmen Lomas Garza. All rights reserved. 

Mora, Pat. Tomás and the Library Lady. Illustrated by Raúl Colón. New York: Knopf, 1997. (1997) 
²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ƘƻǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ǘǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ tŀǇł DǊŀƴŘŜΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ƻƳłǎΦ 
Tomás liked to listen to Papá Grande tell stories in Spanish. Papá Grande was the best storyteller in the family. 
άEn un tiempo pasadoΣέ tŀǇł DǊŀƴŘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΦ άhƴŎŜ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǘƛƳŜΧƻƴ ŀ ǿƛƴŘȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ 
ǿŀǎ ƘƻǿƭƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƻƻƻƻƻƻƻƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƛǎƘΣ ǿƘƛǎƘΧ 
ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ !ƭƭ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƭƻƴƎ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǌƛde 
ŀǿŀȅΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ 
άIƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ƘƻǿƭŜŘΣ whoooooooo. How the leaves blew. How his teeth chattered! 
άCƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇΦ Slowly the man turned around. And who do you think was holding him? 
¢ƻƳłǎ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά! ǘƘƻǊƴȅ ǘǊŜŜΦέ 
tŀǇł DǊŀƴŘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά¢ƻƳłǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ōƛƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ by 
yourself. Then you Ŏŀƴ ǘŜŀŎƘ ǳǎ ƴŜǿ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΦέ 
The next morning Tomás walked downtown. He looked at the big library. Its tall windows were like eyes glaring at him. Tomás walked 
all around the big building. He saw children coming out carrying books. Slowly he started climbing up, up the steps. He counted them 
to himself in Spanish. Uno, dos, tres, cuatroΧIƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŦŜƭǘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŎƻǘǘƻƴΦ 
Tomás stood in front of the library doors. He pressed his nose against the glass and peeked in. The library was huge! 
From TOMÁS AND THE LIBRARY LADY by Pat Mora, copyright © 1997 by Pat Mora, illustrations copyright © 1997 by Raúl Colón. Used 
ōȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ !ƭŦǊŜŘ !Φ YƴƻǇŦΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛƴǘ ƻŦ wŀƴŘƻƳ IƻǳǎŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ .ƻƻƪǎΣ ŀ ŘƛǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ wŀƴŘƻƳ IƻǳǎŜΣ LƴŎΦ !ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ǊŜserved. 
Any additional use of this text, such as for classroom use or curriculum development, requires independent permission from Random 
House, Inc. 

Henkes, Kevin. Kittenôs First Full Moon. New York: Greenwillow, 2004. (2004) 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ YƛǘǘŜƴΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƳƻƻƴΦ 
When she saw it, she thought. 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻǿƭ ƻŦ Ƴƛƭƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΦ !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƛǘΦ 
So she closed her eyes and stretched her neck and opened her mouth and licked. 
But Kitten only ended up with a bug on her tongue. Poor Kitten! 
Still, there was the little bowl of milk, just waiting. 
So she pulled herself together and wiggled her bottom and sprang from the top step of the porch. 
But Kitten only tumbledτ bumping her nose and banging her ear and pinching her tail. Poor Kitten! 
Still, there was the little bowl of milk, just waiting. 
So she chased itτ down the sidewalk, through the garden, 
past the field, and by the pond. 
But Kitten never seemed to get closer. Poor Kitten! 
Still, there was the little bowl of milk, just waiting. 
So she ran to the tallest tree she could find, and she climbed and climbed and climbed to the very top. 
.ǳǘ YƛǘǘŜƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǿƭ ƻŦ ƳƛƭƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦ 
Poor Kitten! 
What could she do? 
Then, in the pond, Kitten saw another bowl of milk. 
And it was bigger. What a night! 
So she raced down the tree and raced through the grass 



and raced to the edge of the pond. She leaped with all her mightτ 
Poor Kitten! 
She was wet and sad and tired and hungry. 
So she went back homeτ 
and there was 
a great big 
bowl of milk on the porch, 
just waiting for her. 
Lucky Kitten! 
COPYRIGHT © 2004 BY KEVIN HENKES. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Read-Aloud Poetry 

Anonymous. ñThe Foxôs Foray.ò The Oxford Nursery Rhyme Book. Edited by Peter and Iona Opie. Oxford: 

Oxford University Press, 1955. (c1800, traditional) 
! ŦƻȄ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ !ƴŘ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ CƻǊ ƘŜΩŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǘƻ ǘǊƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ reached 
his den O! Den O! Den O! 
CƻǊ ƘŜΩŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǘƻ ǘǊƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜƴ hΗ 
The first place he ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦŀǊƳŜǊΩǎ ȅŀǊŘΣ  
Where the ducks and the geese declared it hard 
That their nerves should be shaken and their rest so marred  
By a visit from Mr. Fox O!   
Fox O! Fox O! 
That their nerves should be shaken and their rest so marred  
By a visit from Mr. Fox O! 
He took the grey goose by the neck, 
And swung him right across his back; 
The grey goose cried out, Quack, quack, quack,  
With his legs hanging dangling down O! 
 Down O! Down O! 
The grey goose cried out, Quack, quack, quack,  
With his legs hanging dangling down O! 
Old Mother Slipper Slopper jumped out of bed,  
And out of the window she popped her head: Oh, John, John, the grey goose is gone, And the fox is off to his den O! 
 Den O! Den O! 
Oh, John, John, the grey goose is gone,  
And the fox is off to his den O! 
John ran up to the top of the hill. 
And blew his whistle loud and shrill; Said the fox, That is very pretty music still ς LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŘŜƴ hΗ 
Den O! Den O! 
Said the fox, That is very pretty music still ς LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŘŜƴ hΗ 
The fox went back to his hungry den, 
And his dear little foxes, eight, nine, ten; 
Quoth they, Good daddy, you must go there again, If you bring such god cheer from the farm O! 
Farm O! Farm O! 
Quoth they, Good daddy, you must go there again, If you bring such god cheer from the farm O! 
The fox and his wife, without any strife,  
Said they never ate a better goose in all their life: They did very well without fork or knife,  
And the little ones chewed on the bones O! 
Bones O! Bones O! 
They did very well without fork or knife,  
And the little ones chewed on the bones O! 

Langstaff, John. Over in the Meadow. Illustrated by Feodor Rojankovsky. Orlando: Houghton Mifflin, 1973. 

(c1800, traditional) 
Over in the meadow in a new little hive 
Lived an old mother queen bee and her honeybees five. 
άIǳƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
ά²Ŝ ƘǳƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǾŜΤ 
So they hummed and were glad in their new little hive. 
Over in the meadow in a dam built of sticks 
Lived an old mother beaver and her little beavers six. 
ά.ǳƛƭŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
ά²Ŝ ōǳƛƭŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȄΤ 
So they built and were glad in the dam built of sticks. 
Over in the meadow in the green wet bogs 
[ƛǾŜŘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƎƎƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǎŜǾŜƴ ǇƻƭƭƛǿƻƎǎΦ ά{ǿƛƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ 



ά²Ŝ ǎǿƛƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ΨǿƻƎǎΤ 
So they swam and were glad in the green wet bogs. 
hǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀŘƻǿ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƎǊŜǿ ƭŀǘŜ [ƛǾŜŘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƻǿƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻǿƭǎ ŜƛƎƘǘΦ ά²ƛƴƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
ά²Ŝ ǿƛƴƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƛƎƘǘΤ 
So they winked and were glad as the day grew late. 
Excerpt from OVER IN THE MEADOW by John Langstaff. Text and music copyright © 1957, and renewed 1985 by John Langstaff. Used 
by Permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

Lear, Edward. ñThe Owl and the Pussycat.ò (1871) 
The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea 
In a beautiful pea-green boat, 
They took some honey, and plenty of money, 
Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 
The Owl looked up to the stars above, 
And sang to a small guitar, 
Ψh ƭƻǾŜƭȅ tǳǎǎȅΗ  h tǳǎǎȅΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǾŜΣ 
What a beautiful Pussy you are, 
You are, You are! 
²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ tǳǎǎȅ ŀǊŜΗΩ 
tǳǎǎȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ hǿƭΣ Ψ¸ƻǳ ŜƭŜƎŀƴǘ ŦƻǿƭΗ 
How charmingly sweet you sing! 
O let us be married! Too long we have tarried: 
.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊƛƴƎΚΩ 
They sailed away, for a year and a day, 
To the land where the Bong-tree grows 
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood 
With a ring at the end of his nose, 
 His nose, His nose, 
With a ring at the end of his nose. 
Ψ5ŜŀǊ tƛƎΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƛƭƭƛƴƎ 
¸ƻǳǊ ǊƛƴƎΚΩ {ŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ tƛƎƎȅΣ ΨL ǿƛƭƭΦΩ 
So they took it away, and were married next day 
By the turkey who lives on the hill. 
They dined on mince, and slices of quince, 
Which they ate with a runcible spoon; 
And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand, 
They danced by the light of the moon, 
 The moon, The moon, 
They danced by the light of the moon. 

Hughes, Langston. ñApril Rain Song.ò The 20th Century Childrenôs Poetry Treasury. Selected by Jack 

Prelutsky. Illustrated by Meilo So. New York: Knopf, 1999. (1932) 

Moss, Lloyd. Zin! Zin! Zin! a Violin. Illustrated by Marjorie Priceman. New York: Simon & Schuster, 2000. 

(1995) 
With mournful moan and silken tone, 
Itself alone comes ONE TROMBONE. 
Gliding, sliding, high notes go low; 
ONE TROMBONE is playing SOLO. 
Next a TRUMPET comes along, 
And sings and stings its swinging song. It joins TROMBONE, no more alone, And ONE and TWO-hΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀ 5¦hΦ 
¢ƘŜ {¢wLbD{ ŀƭƭ ǎƻŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ w995{ ƛƳǇƭƻǊŜΣ ¢ƘŜ .w!{{9{ ǊƻŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻǘŜǎ ƎŀƭƻǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ŀŘƻǊŜΦ 
LǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŎŜǊǘǎ ŦƻǊΦ 
The minutes fly, the music ends,  
And so, good-bye to our new friends. 
.ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ōƻǿŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ  
LŦ ǿŜ ŎƭŀǇ ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳǘΣ ά9ƴŎƻǊŜΗέ ¢ƘŜȅ Ƴŀȅ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ Ǉƭŀȅ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ 
And that would give us great delight  
Before we say a late good night. 
Reprinted with the permission of Simon & SchusǘŜǊ .ƻƻƪǎ ŦƻǊ ¸ƻǳƴƎ wŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛƴǘ ƻŦ {ƛƳƻƴ ϧ {ŎƘǳǎǘŜǊ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ tǳōƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ 
Division from ZIN! ZIN! ZIN! A VIOLIN by Lloyd Moss. Text Copyright © 1995 Lloyd Moss. 

Sample Performance Tasks for Stories and Poetry  
¶ Students (with prompting and support from the teacher) describe the relationship between key events of the overall story of 

Little Bear by Else Holmelund Minarik to the corresponding scenes illustrated by Maurice Sendak. [RL.K.7] 

¶ Students retell !ǊƴƻƭŘ [ƻōŜƭΩǎ Frog and Toad Together while demonstrating their understanding of a central message or 
lesson of the story (e.g., how friends are able to solve problems together or how hard work pays off). [RL.1.2] 



¶ Students (with prompting and support from the teacher) compare and contrast the adventures and experiences of the owl in 
!ǊƴƻƭŘ [ƻōŜƭΩǎ Owl at Home ǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǿƭ ƛƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ [ŜŀǊΩǎ ǇƻŜƳ ά¢ƘŜ hǿƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ tǳǎǎȅŎŀǘΦέ ώw[ΦYΦфϐ 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǊŜŀŘ ǘǿƻ ǘŜȄǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇƛŎ ƻŦ ǇŀƴŎŀƪŜǎ ό¢ƻƳƛŜ 5ŜtŀƻƭŀΩǎ Pancakes for Breakfast ŀƴŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛƴŀ wƻǎǎŜǘǘƛΩǎ άaƛȄ a 
tŀƴŎŀƪŜέύ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜȄǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀ storybook and the text that is a poem. [RL.K.5] 

¶ !ŦǘŜǊ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ [Φ CǊŀƴƪ .ŀǳƳΩǎ The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, students describe the characters of Dorothy, Auntie Em, and 
Uncle Henry, the setting of Kansan prairie, and major events such as the arrival of the cyclone.  [RL.1.3] 

¶ Students (with prompting and support from the teacherύ ǿƘŜƴ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ [ŀǳǊŀ LƴƎŀƭƭǎ ²ƛƭŘŜǊΩǎ Little House in the Big 
Woods ask questions about the events that occur (such as the encounter with the bear) and answer by offering key details 
drawn from the text. [RL.1.1] 

¶ Students identify the points at which different characters are telling the story in the Finn Family Moomintroll by Tove 
Jansson. [RL.1.6] 

¶ Students identify words and phrases ǿƛǘƘƛƴ aƻƭƭȅ .ŀƴƎΩǎ The Paper Crane that appeal to the senses and suggest the feelings 
of happiness experienced by the owner of the restaurant (e.g., clapped, played, loved, overjoyed). [RL.1.4] 

Informational Texts  

Bulla, Clyde Robert. A Tree Is a Plant. Illustrated by Stacey Schuett. New York: HarperCollins, 2001. (1960) 
A tree is a plant.  A tree is the biggest plant that grows.  Most kinds of trees grow from seeds the way most small plants do.  There are 
many kinds of trees.  Here are a few of them.   How many do you know? [illustration is labeled with Maple, Conifer, Persimmon, Palms, 
Lemon, Willow] 
This tree grows in the country.  It might grow in your yard, too.  Do you know what kind it is?  This is an apple tree. 
This apple tree came from a seed.  The seed was small.  It grew inside an apple.  Have you ever seen an apple seed?  Ask an adult to 
help you cut an apple in two.  The seeds are in the center.  They look like this. 
Most apple trees come from seeds that are planted.  Sometimes an apple tree grows from a seed that falls to the ground.  The wind 
blows leaves over the seed.  The wind blows soil over the seed. 
All winter the seed lies under the leaves and the soil.  All winter the seed lies under the ice and snow and is pushed into the ground.  
Spring comes.  Rain falls.  The sun comes out and warms the earth.  The seed begins to grow. 
At first the young plant does not look like a tree.  The tree is very small.  It is only a stem with two leaves.  It has no apples on it.  A tree 
must grow up before it has apples on it.  Each year the tree grows.  It grows tall.  In seven years it is so tall that you can stand under its 
branches.  In the spring there are blossoms on the tree.  Spring is apple-blossom time. 
We cannot see the roots.  They are under the ground.  Some of the roots are large.  Some of them are as small as hairs.  The roots 
grow like branches under the ground.  A tree could not live without roots. 
Roots hold the trunk in the ground.  Roots keep the tree from falling when the wind blows.  Roots keep the rain from washing the tree 
out of the ground. 
Roots do something more.   They take water from the ground.  They carry the water into the trunk of the tree.  The trunk carries the 
water to the branches.  The branches carry the water to the leaves. 
Hundreds and hundreds of leaves grow on the branches.  The leaves make food from water and air.  They make food when the sun 
shines.  The food goes into the branches.  It goes into the trunk and roots.  It goes to every part of the tree. 
Fall comes and winter is near.  The work of the leaves is over.  The leaves turn yellow and brown.  The leaves die and fall to the ground. 
Now the tree is bare.  All winter it looks dead.  But the tree is not dead.  Under its coat of bark, the tree is alive. 
TEXT COPYRIGHT © 1981 BY CLYDE ROBERT BULLA. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Aliki. My Five Senses. New York: HarperCollins, 1989. (1962) 
I can see!  I see with my eyes. 
I can hear! I hear with my ears. 
I can smell!  I smell with my nose. 
I can taste!  I taste with my tongue. 
I can touch!  I touch with my fingers. 
I do all this with my senses. I have five senses. 
When I see the sun or a frog or my baby sister, I use my sense of sight.  I am seeing. 
When I hear a drum or a fire engine or a bird, I use my sense of hearing.  I am hearing. 
When I smell soap or a pine tree or cookies just out of the oven, I use my sense of smell.  I am smelling. 
When I drink my milk and eat my food, I use my sense of taste.  I am tasting. 
When I touch a kitten or a balloon or water, I use my sense of touch.  I am touching. 
Sometimes I use all my senses at once.  
Sometimes I use only one. 
I often play a game with myself. 
I guess how many senses I am using at that time. 
When I look at the moon and the stars, I use one sense.  I am seeing. 
When I laugh and play with my puppy, I use four senses.  I see, hear, smell, and touch. 
When I bounce a ball, I use three senses.  I see, hear, touch. 
Sometimes I use more of one sense and less of another. 
But each sense is very important to me, because it makes me aware. 
¢ƻ ōŜ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΧ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΧ ǎƳŜƭƭ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǎƳŜƭƭΧ ǘŀǎǘŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǘŀǎǘŜΧ ǘƻǳŎƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
is to touch. 
Wherever I go, whatever I do, every minute of the day, my senses are working. They make me aware. 
COPYRIGHT © 1962, 1989 BY ALIKI BRANDENBERG. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 



Hurd, Edith Thacher. Starfish. Illustrated by Robin Brickman. New York: HarperCollins, 2000. (1962) 

Starfish live in the sea.  Starfish live deep down in the sea.  Starfish live in pools by the sea. 
Some starfish are purple.  Some starfish are pink. 
This is the sunflower starfish.  It is the biggest of all.  Starfish have many arms.  The arms are called rays.  Starfish have arms, but no 
legs. 
Starfish have feet, but no toes.  They glide and slide on tiny tube feet.  They move as slowly as a snail. 
¢ƘŜ ōŀǎƪŜǘ ǎǘŀǊ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘŀǊŦƛǎƘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ  Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǳōŜ ŦŜŜǘΦ  Lǘ ƳƻǾŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ǊŀȅǎΦ  Lǘ has rays that go up 
and rays that go down. 
Tiny brittle stars are like the basket star.  They hide under rocks in pools by the sea. 
The mud star hides in the mud.  It is a starfish.  It has tiny tube feet. 
A starfish has no eyes.  A starfish has no ears or nose.  Its tiny mouth is on its underside.   When a starfish is hungry, it slides and it 
glides on its tiny tube feet. 
It hunts for mussels and oysters and clams.  It feels for the mussels,  
It feels for the oysters.  It feels for the clams.  It feels for something to eat. 
The starfish crawls over a clam.  Its rays go over it.  Its rays go under it.  Its rays go all over the clam.  The starfish pulls and pulls.  It 
pulls the shells open.  It eats the clam inside. 
Sometimes a starfish loses a ray.  A crab may pull it off.  A rock may fall on it.  But this does not hurt.  It does not bother the starfish.  
The starfish just grows another ray. 
In the spring when the sun shines warm, and the sea grows warm, starfish lay eggs.  Starfish lay eggs in the water.  They lay many, 
many, many tiny eggs.  The eggs look like sand in the sea.  The tiny eggs float in the water.  They float up and down.  They move with 
the waves and the tide, up and down, up and down. 
Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Aliki. A Weed is a Flower: The Life of George Washington Carver. New York: Prentice Hall, 1965. (1965) 

Crews, Donald. Truck. New York: HarperCollins, 1980. (1980)  

This is a largely wordless book appropriate for kindergarten. 

Hoban, Tana. I Read Signs. New York: HarperCollins, 1987 (1987)  

This is a largely wordless book appropriate for kindergarten. 

Reid, Mary Ebeltoft. Letôs Find Out About Ice Cream. Photographs by John Williams. New York: Scholastic, 

1996. (1996) 

ñGarden Helpers.ò National Geographic Young Explorers September 2009. (2009) 

Not all bugs and worms are pests.  
Some help your garden grow. 
Earthworms make soil rich and healthy. This helps plants grow strong! 
A ladybug eats small bugs.  
¢ƘŜ ōǳƎǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴǘǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƪŜŜǇǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ǎŀŦŜΦ 
A praying mantis eats any bug it can catch. 
Not many bugs can get past this quick hunter! 
This spider catches bugs in its sticky web. It keeps bugs away from your garden. 
Copyright © 2009 National Geographic. Used by permission. 

ñWind Power.ò National Geographic Young Explorers November/December 2009. (2009) 

Wind is air on the move. See what wind can do. 
Wind can whip up some fun! 
Wind starts with the sun. 
The sun warms land and water. The air above warms up too. 
Warm air rises. 
Cooler air rushes in. 
That moving air is wind. 
Wind is energy. 
It can push a sailboat. 
Look at the windmills spin! 
They turn wind energy into electricity. What else can wind do? 
Copyright © 2009 National Geographic. Used by permission. 

Read-Aloud Informational Texts 

Provensen, Alice and Martin. The Year at Maple Hill Farm. New York: Simon & Schuster, 2001. (1978) 

Gibbons, Gail. Fire! Fire! New York: HarperCollins, 1987. (1984) 

From ñFire! Fire! In the cityéò 

In an apartment house, a breeze has blown a towel up into the flame of a hot stove.  A fire begins.  The smoke alarm screams. 
A phone call alerts the fire-dispatch center.  Instantly, a dispatcher calls the firehouse nearest the fire. 
A loudspeaker blares out the address of the fire, and the firefighters go into action.  They slide down brass poles to the ground floor, 
where the fire engines are, and hurry into their fire-fighting gear.  Then they take their positions on their engines. 
The big trucks roar out of the firehouse.  Sirens scream and lights flash. 
The fire engines arrive at the scene.  The fire is bigger now.  The fire chief is in charge.  He decides the best way to fight this fire. 



IƻǎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŎƪǎΦ  9ŀŎƘ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ǘǊǳŎƪ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ άŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦέ  9ŀŎƘ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ƛƴ Ŏharge.  The 
fire chief tells each officer in charge what he wants the firefighters to do. 
Firefighters are ordered to search the building to make sure no one is still inside.  A man is trapped.  A ladder tower is swung into 
action.  The man is rescued quickly. 
At the same time, an aerial ladder is taking other firefighters to the floor above the fire.  Inside, the firefighters attach a hose to the 
ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΩǎ ǎǘŀƴŘǇƛǇŜΦ  ²ŀǘŜǊ ƛǎ ǎǇǊŀȅŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ   
Now the aerial ladder is swung over to the roof of the burning building.  Firefighters break holes in the roof and windows to let out 
Ǉƻƛǎƻƴƻǳǎ ƎŀǎŜǎΣ ƘŜŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƻƪŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ŎŀǳǎŜ ŀ ōŀŘ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƭŜǎǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜŦƛƎƘǘŜǊǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ inside 
the building. 
Firefighters are battling the blaze from the outside of the building, too.  Fire hoses carry water from the fire hydrants to the trucks. 
Pumps in the fire trucks control the water pressure and push the water up through the discharge hoses.  Streams of water hit the 
burning building and buildings next door to keep the fire from spreading. 
The fire is under control. 
The fire is out.  The firefighters clean up the rubble.  Back at the firehouse, they clean their equipment and make an official report on 
the fire. 
COPYRIGHT © 1984 BY GAIL GIBBONS. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Dorros, Arthur. Follow the Water from Brook to Ocean. New York: HarperCollins, 1993. (1991) 

After the next big rain storm, put your boots on and go outside.  Look at the water dripping from your roof.  Watch it gush out of the 
drainpipes.  You can see water flowing down your street too. 
Water is always flowing.  It trickles in the brook near your house. 
Sometimes you see water rushing along in a stream or in a big river. 
Water always flows downhill.  It flows from high places to low places, just the way you and your skateboard move down a hill. 
Sometimes water collects in a low spot in the land ς ŀ ǇǳŘŘƭŜΣ ŀ ǇƻƴŘΣ ƻǊ ŀ ƭŀƪŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ŘƻǿƴƘƛƭƭ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ Ƴŀȅ ŜƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  aƻǎǘ ƻŦ 
the time, though, the water will find a way to keep flowing downhill.  Because water flows downhill, it will keep flowing until iǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ 
any lower.  The lowest parts of the earth are the oceans.  Water will keep flowing until it reaches an ocean. 
Where does the water start?  Where does the water in a brook or a stream or a river come from?  The water comes from rain.  And it 
comes from melting snow.  The water from rain and melting snow runs over the ground.  Some of it soaks into the ground, and some 
water is soaked up by trees and other plants.  But a lot of the water keeps traveling over the ground, flowing downhill. 
¢ƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ Ǌǳƴǎ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ  ¢ǊƛŎƪƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊ Ŧƭƻǿ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳ ŀ ōǊƻƻƪΦ  ! ōǊƻƻƪ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŘŜŜǇ ƻǊ wide.  You 
could easily step across a brook to get to the other side. 
The brook flows over small stones covered with algae.  Algae are tiny plants.  They can be green, red, or brown.   
Green algae make the water look green.  Plop!  A frog jumps into the brook.  A salamander wiggles through leafy water plants.  Slap!  A 
ǘǊƻǳǘΩǎ ǘŀƛƭ Ƙƛǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ  [ƻǘǎ ƻŦ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ  
COPYRIGHT © 1991 BY ARTHUR DORROS. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Rauzon, Mark, and Cynthia Overbeck Bix. Water, Water Everywhere. San Francisco: Sierra Club, 1994. (1994) 

Llewellyn, Claire. Earthworms. New York: Franklin Watts, 2002. (2002) 

Jenkins, Steve, and Robin Page. What Do You Do With a Tail Like This? Orlando: Houghton Mifflin, 2003. 

(2003) 

What do you do with a nose like this? 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǇƭŀǘȅǇǳǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŘƛƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŘΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƘȅŜƴŀΣ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜȄǘ ƳŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǎŜΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŜƭŜǇƘŀƴǘΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀ ōŀǘƘΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƳƻƭŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ underground. 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀƭƭƛƎŀǘƻǊΣ ȅƻǳ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǎŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ 
What do you do with ears like these? 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƧŀŎƪǊŀōōƛǘΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŎƻƻƭΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ōŀǘ ȅƻǳ άǎŜŜέ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŀǊǎΦ  
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎǊƛŎƪŜǘΣ ȅƻǳ Ƙear with ears that are on your knees. 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƘǳƳǇōŀŎƪ ǿƘŀƭŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƘƛǇǇƻǇƻǘŀƳǳǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƭƻǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŀǊǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ 
What do you do with a tail like this? 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎƛǊŀŦŦŜΣ ȅƻǳ ōǊǳǎƘ ƻŦŦ ǇŜǎƪȅ flies with your tail. 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǎƪǳƴƪΣ ȅƻǳ ƭƛŦǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŀƛƭ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǎǘƛƴƪȅ ǎǇǊŀȅ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƭƛȊŀǊŘΣ ȅƻǳ ōǊŜŀƪ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŀƛƭ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǎŎƻǊǇƛƻƴΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŀƛƭ Ŏŀƴ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ƴŀǎǘȅ ǎǘƛƴƎΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƳƻƴƪŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǘǊŜŜ by your tail. 
What do you do with eyes like these? 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŜŀƎƭŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǎǇƻǘ ǘƛƴȅ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƳŜƭŜƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ǘǿƻ ǿŀȅǎ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŦƻǳǊ-eye fish, you look above and below the water at the same time. 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ a bush baby, you use your large eyes to see clearly at night. 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƘƻǊƴŜŘ ƭƛȊŀǊŘΣ ȅƻǳ ǎǉǳƛǊǘ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ 
What do you do with feet like these? 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƳǇŀƴȊŜŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ 



LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǎǘǊƛŘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƭƪ ƻn water.   
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ōƭǳŜ-footed booby, you do a dance. 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎŜŎƪƻΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƛŎƪȅ ŦŜŜǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ƎƻŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǇ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŜŘƎŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŘƎŜΦ 
What do you do with a mouth like this? 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǇŜƭƛŎŀƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ mouth as a net to scoop up fish. 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŜƎƎ-eating snake, you use your mouth to swallow eggs larger than your head. 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƳƻǎǉǳƛǘƻΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ǎǳŎƪ ōƭƻƻŘΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀƴǘŜŀǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ǘŜǊƳƛǘŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ 
LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀn archerfish, you catch insects by shooting them down with a stream of water.  
Excerpted from WHAT DO YOU DO WITH A TAIL LIKE THIS? By Steve Jenkins and Robin Page. Copyright © 2003 by Steve Jenkins and 
Robin Page. Used by Permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

Pfeffer, Wendy. From Seed to Pumpkin. Illustrated by James Graham Hale. New York: HarperCollins, 2004. 

(2004)  
When spring winds warm the earth, a farmer plants hundreds of pumpkin seeds. 
Every pumpkin seed can become a baby pumpkin plant.  Underground, covered with dark, moist soil, the baby plants begin to grow. 
As the plants get bigger, the seeds crack open.  Stems sprout up.  Roots dig down.  Inside the roots are tubes.  Water travels up these 
tubes the way juice goes up a straw. 
In less than two weeks from planting time, green shoots poke up through the earth. 
These shoots grow into tiny seedlings.  Two leaves, called seed leaves, uncurl on each stem.  They reach up toward the sun. 
Sunlight gives these leaves energy to make food.  Like us, plants need food to grow.  But green plants do not eat food as we do.  Their 
leaves make it. 
To make food, plants need light, water, and air. Leaves catch the sunlight.  Roots soak up rainwater.  And little openings in the leaves 
let air in.  Using energy from the sun, the leaves mix the air with water from the soil to make sugar.  This feeds the plant. 
Soon broad, prickly leaves with jagged edges unfold on the stems. 
The seed leaves dry up.  Now the new leaves make food for the pumpkin plant. 
Each pumpkin stem has many sets of tubes.   One tube in each set takes water from the soil up to the leaves so they can make sugar.  
The other tube in each set sends food back down so the pumpkin can grow. 
The days grow warmer.  The farmer tends the pumpkin patch to keep weeds out.  Weeds take water from the soil.  Pumpkin plants 
need that water to grow. 
Text copyright © 2004 by Wendy Pfeffer. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Thomson, Sarah L. Amazing Whales! New York: HarperCollins, 2006. (2005) 

A blue whale is as long as a basketball court.  Its eyes are as big as softballs.  Its tongue weighs as much as an elephant. 
It is the biggest animal that has ever lived on Earth ς bigger than any dinosaur. 
But not all whales are this big.   A killer whale is about as long as a fire truck.  Dolphins and porpoises are whales too, very small 
ǿƘŀƭŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǎǘ ŘƻƭǇƘƛƴ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƛǾŜ ŦŜŜǘ ƭƻƴƎΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳΦ 
There are about 80 kinds of whales.  All of them are mammals.  Dogs and monkeys and people are mammals, too.  They are warm-
blooded.  This means that their blood stays at the same temperature even if the air or water around them gets hot or cold. 
Mammal babies drink milk from their mothers.  Whale babies are called calves. 
!ƴŘ ƳŀƳƳŀƭǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ  ! ǿƘŀƭŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǎǿƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ƻǊ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŘǊƻǿƴΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘŀƭŜ ŎŀƭŦ ƛǎ ōƻǊƴΣ its mother 
may lift it up for its first breath of air. 
A whale uses its blowholes to breathe.  It can have one blowhole or two.  The blowholes are on the top of its head.  When a whale 
breathes out, the warm breath makes a cloud called a blow.  Then the whale breathes in.  Its blowholes squeeze shut.  The whale dives 
under the water.   It holds its breath until it comes back up. 
When sperm whales hunt, they dive deeper than any other whale.  They can hold their breath for longer than an hour and dive down 
more than a mile. 
Deep in the ocean, where the water is dark and cold, sperm whales hunt for giant squid and other animals. 
Some whales, like sperm whales, have teeth to catch their food.  They are called toothed whales.  Other whales have no teeth.  They 
are called baleen whales.  (Say it like this: bay-LEEN.)  Blue whales and humpback whales are baleen whales.  They have strips of 
baleen in their mouths.   Baleen is made of the same stuff as your fingernails.   It is strong but it can bend. 
A baleen whale fills its mouth with water.  In the water there might be fish or krill.  Krill are tiny animals like shrimp.  The whale closes 
its mouth.  The water flows back out between the strips of baleen. 
The fish or krill are trapped inside its mouth for the whale to eat. 
Some whales, like killer whales, hunt in groups to catch their food.  These groups are called pods.  A whale mother and her children, 
and even her grandchildren sometimes live in one pod. 
Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Hodgkins, Fran, and True Kelley. How People Learned to Fly. New York: HarperCollins, 2007. (2007) 
When you see a bird flying, do you dream about flying too? 
5ƻ ȅƻǳ Ǌǳƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊƳǎ ƻǳǘΣ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻŀǊƛƴƎ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŀƛǊǇƭŀƴŜǎΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ Ŧƭȅ ƪƛǘŜǎΚ 
LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ CƻǊ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŦƭȅΦ 
They watched birds and bats soar. 
They imagined people and other animals that could fly and told stories about them. 
They designed machines that they thought would be able to fly. 
They had many ideas. As they tried each new idea, they learned a lot. 
They leaǊƴŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅΦ DǊŀǾƛǘȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƪŜŜǇǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅΣ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ. 



If there were no gravity, people, dogs, cats, and everything else would go floating off into space. Gravity keeps us on the ground, even 
if we would rather be flying. 
People also learned about air. Air is made of tiny particles called molecules. When you walk or run, you push through air molecules. 
¢ƘŜȅ ǇǳǎƘ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƻƻΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǎƘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴd blows. 
People learned that wind could push a kite into the sky. 
When air molecules push back on a moving object that is a force called drag. You can feel drag for yourself. Hold out your arms. Now 
spin around. Feel the push of air on your arms and hands? ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŘǊŀƎΦ [ƛƪŜ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅΣ ŘǊŀƎ ǿƻǊƪǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƭȅΦ 
Kites were useful and fun, but people wanted more. They wanted to fly like birds. 
.ƛǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛǘŜǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΥ .ƛǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ ǿƛƴƎǎΦ 
People made wings and strapped them to ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǊƳǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŦƭŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǊƳǎ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƭȅΦ 
¢ƘŜȅ ōǳƛƭǘ ƎƭƛŘŜǊǎΣ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƛǊŎǊŀŦǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƛƴƎǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƛŘΦ 
The gliders that worked best had special wings. These wings were arched on both the top and the bottom. The air pulled the wings 
from above and pushed the wings from below. When the wings went up, so did the glider! Arched wings help create a force called lift. 
Lift is the force that keeps birds and gliders in the air. 
Most gliders have long, thin wings. The wings create enough lift to carry the aircraft and its passengers. Gliders usually ride currents of 
air the same way a hawk soars. 
Gliders are very light, and long wings and air currents can give them enough lift to fly. But to carry more than just a passenger or two, 
an aircraft needs a lot more lift. The question is: How do you create more lift? 
The engine is the answer! 
The engine is a machine that changes energy into movement. The forward movement that an airplane needs to fly is called thrust. 
More thrust makes an airplane move forward faster. Moving faster creates more lift. And with more lift, an airplane can carry more 
weight. So an aircraft with an engine can carry passengers or cargo. 
In 1903 the Wright brothers figured out how to get wings and an engine to work together in order to give an airplane enough thrust to 
fly. They made the first powered flight at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina. 
Since then, people have made airplanes that can fly faster than sound can travel. They have made airplanes that can fly all the way 
around the world without stopping. 
Today, thousands of people travel in airplanes every day. People really have learned how to fly! 
Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 
Nivola, Claire A.  Planting the trees of Kenya: the story of Wangari Maathai. New York: Farrar, Straus & Giroux, 2008. (2008) 

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts  
¶ Students identify the reasons Clyde Robert Bulla gives in his book A Tree Is a Plant in support of his point about the function 

of roots in germination. [RI.1.8] 

¶ Students identify Edith Thacher Hurd as the author of Starfish and Robin Brickman as the illustrator of the text and define 
the role and materials each contributes to the text. [RI.K.6] 

¶ Students (with prompting and support from the teacherύ ǊŜŀŘ άDŀǊŘŜƴ IŜƭǇŜǊǎέ ƛƴ National Geographic Young Explorers 
and demonstrate their understanding of the main idea of the textτnot all bugs are badτby retelling key details. [RI.K.2] 

¶ !ŦǘŜǊ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ Dŀƛƭ DƛōōƻƴǎΩ Fire! Fire!, students ask questions about how firefighters respond to a fire and answer using 
key details from the text. [RI.1.1] 

¶ Students locate key facts or information in /ƭŀƛǊŜ [ƭŜǿŜƭƭȅƴΩǎ Earthworms by using various text features (headings, table of 
contents, glossary) found in the text. [RI.1.5] 

¶ Students ask and answer questions about animals (e.g., hyena, alligator, platypus, scorpion) they encounter in Steve Jenkins 
ŀƴŘ wƻōƛƴ tŀƎŜΩǎ What Do You Do With a Tail Like This? [RI.K.4] 

¶ Students use the illustrations along with textual details in Wendy PfefŦŜǊΩǎ From Seed to Pumpkin to describe the key idea of 
how a pumpkin grows. [RI.1.7] 

Students (with prompting and support from the teacher) describe the connection between drag and flying in Fran Hodgkins and True 
YŜƭƭŜȅΩǎ How People Learned to Fly by perfƻǊƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ άŀǊƳ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎέ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜȄǘΦ ώwLΦYΦоϐ 

Grades 2 and 3 Text Exemplars 

Stories 

Gannett, Ruth Stiles. My Fatherôs Dragon. Illustrated by Ruth Chrisman Gannett. New York: Random House, 

1948. (1948). 
CǊƻƳ /ƘŀǇǘŜǊ {ŜǾŜƴ άaȅ CŀǘƘŜǊ aŜŜǘǎ ŀ [ƛƻƴέ 
ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ 
άaȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ 9ƭƳŜǊ 9ƭŜǾŀǘƻǊΦέ ά²ƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ 
άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴΦ άhǊŘƛƴŀǊƛƭȅ LΩŘ ǎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ ǘŜŀΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ be upset enough and hungry enough 
ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦέ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƻƴǘ Ǉŀǿǎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ Ƙƻǿ Ŧŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ 
aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ [ƛƻƴΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŝŀǘ ƳŜΣ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǳǇǎŜǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 
άLǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƳŀƴŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƛƎǳǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ōƛǘŜǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭ ƳŜǎǎ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ L 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅ LΩƳ 
afraid sheΩƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ Ƴȅ ŀƭƭƻǿŀƴŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƳŜǎǎȅ ƳŀƴŜǎΗ .ǳǘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 
άhƘΣ ǿŀƛǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ άŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŀƴŜ ŀ ǘƛŘȅ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ  
I have them ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀŎƪΦέ 



ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴΣ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ LΩƭƭ ǎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ ǘŜŀ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣέ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ down on 
ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦέ 
My father opened the pack and took out the comb and the brush and the seven hair ribbons oŦ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƻƭƻǊǎΦ ά[ƻƻƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLΩƭƭ 
show you what to do on your forelock, where you can watch me. First you brush a while, and then you comb, and then you brush 
again until all the twigs and snarls are gone. Then you divide it up into three and braiŘ ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƛŜ ŀ Ǌƛōōƻƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦέ 
Ad my father was doing this, the lion watched very carefully and began to look much happier. When my father tied the ribbon he was 
ŀƭƭ ǎƳƛƭŜǎΦ άhƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳō ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ {ƻ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ 
ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳō ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ōǳǎƛƭȅ ƎǊƻƻƳƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀƴŜΦ !ǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ōǳǎȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŝven 
know when my father left. 
CǊƻƳ a¸ C!¢I9wΩ{ 5w!Dhb ōȅ wǳǘƘ {ǘƛƭŜǎ Gannett, copyright 1948 by Random House, Inc. Used by permission of Random House 
/ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ .ƻƻƪǎΣ ŀ ŘƛǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ wŀƴŘƻƳ IƻǳǎŜΣ LƴŎΦ !ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ !ƴȅ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŜȄǘΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ŦƻǊ ŎƭŀǎǎǊƻƻm use or 
curriculum development, requires independent permission from Random House, Inc. 

Averill, Esther. The Fire Cat. New York: HarperCollins, 1960. (1960) 

From ñThe Fire Catò 

Joe took Pickles to the Chief, who was sitting at his desk. 
άhƘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦΦ  άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŎŀǘΦ  IŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŎƘŀǎŜǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎŀǘǎΦέ 
άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ WƻŜΦ 
¢ƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ά! CƛǊŜ /ƘƛŜŦ ƪƴƻǿǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ 
Wǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǊƛƴƎΦ  άIŜƭƭƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦΦ  άhƘΣ ƘŜƭƭƻΣ aǊǎΦ DƻƻŘƪƛƴŘΦ  ¸ŜǎΣ tƛŎƪƭŜǎ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ  IŜ ŎŀƳŜ with Joe.  
What did you say?  You think Pickles would like to live in our firehouse?  Well, we shall see.  Thank you, Mrs. Goodkind.  Good-ōȅŜΦέ 
¢ƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ tƛŎƪƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άaǊǎΦ DƻƻŘƪƛƴŘ ǎŀȅǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ŎŀǘΦ  !ƴŘ WƻŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ȅƻǳΦ  L ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊe IF you will 
ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƛǊŜƘƻǳǎŜ ŎŀǘΦέ 
Pickles walked quietly up the stairs after Joe.  Joe and Pickles went into a room where the firemen lived.   
The men were pleased to have a cat.  They wanted to play with Pickles.  But suddenly the fire bell rang.  All the firemen ran to a big 
pole and down they went.  The pole was the fast way to get to their trucks.  Pickles could hear the trucks start up and rush off to the 
fire. 
tƛŎƪƭŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ άL Ƴǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜƳŜƴ ŘƻΣ L Ƴǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ǎƭƛŘŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭŜΦέ   
He jumped and put his paws around the pole.  Down he fell with a BUMP. 
ά.ǳƳǇǎ ƻǊ ƴƻ ōǳƳǇǎΣ L Ƴǳǎǘ ǘǊȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ tƛŎƪƭŜǎΦ  ¦Ǉ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ƘŜ ǊŀƴΦ  5ƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭŜ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ς and bumped.  But by the time the 
firemen came back from the fire, Pickles could slide down the pole. 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ Ŏŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜƳŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
tƛŎƪƭŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ άL Ƴǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ L ŎŀƴΦέ  {ƻ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƧǳƳǇ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ǘǊǳŎƪǎΦ  !ƴŘ ƘŜ learned to 
sit up straight on the seat while the truck raced to a fire. 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ Ŏŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜƳŜƴΦ  ¢ƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
tƛŎƪƭŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ άbƻǿ L Ƴǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜƳŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊƪΦέ 
At the next fire, he jumped down from the truck.  He ran to a big hose, put his paws around it, and tried to help a fireman shoot water 
at the flames. 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ Ŏŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜƳŜƴΦ  ¢ƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
The next day the Chief called all the firemen to his desk.  Then he called for Pickles.   Pickles did not know what was going to happen.  
IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ L ǿƻǊƪΦ  aŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ȅŀǊŘΦέ  .ǳǘ tƛŎƪles went 
to the Chief.  
 !ǘ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦΩǎ ŘŜǎƪ ǎǘƻƻŘ all the firemen ς ŀƴŘ aǊǎΦ DƻƻŘƪƛƴŘΗ  ¢ƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ tƛŎƪƭŜǎΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ aǊǎΦ DƻƻŘƪƛƴŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ  tƛŎƪƭŜǎΣ ƧǳƳǇ ǳǇ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŘŜǎƪΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 
Pickles jumped up on the desk and looked at the Chief.  Out of the desk the Chief took ς a little fire hat! 
άtƛŎƪƭŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛŜŦΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƪΦ  ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƘŀǊŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅou are 
ƴƻǿ ƻǳǊ CƛǊŜ /ŀǘΦέ 
And with these words, the Chief put the little hat oƴ tƛŎƪƭŜǎΩ ƘŜŀŘΦ 
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From Chapter I 

ά5ƛŘ aŀƳŀ ǎƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ŀƭŜōΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ-single-ŘŀȅΚέ IŜ ǎŀǘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŘǳǎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎ ƭŀȅ 
beside him on the warm hearthstones. 
ά9ǾŜǊȅ-single-ŘŀȅΣέ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǿŜƴǘƛŜǘƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƴǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǘƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΚ !ƴŘ the 
past few years? 
ά!ƴŘ ŘƛŘ tŀǇŀ ǎƛƴƎΣ ǘƻƻΚέ 
ά¸ŜǎΦ tŀǇŀ ǎŀƴƎΣ ǘƻƻΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ /ŀƭŜōΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŜŀǘ ǳǇΦέ 
He pushed his chair back. It made a hollow scraping sound on the hearthstones. And the dogs stirred. Lottie, small and black, wagged 
her tail and lifted her head. Nick slept on. 
I turned the bread dough over and over on the marble slab on the kitchen table. 



ά²ŜƭƭΣ tŀǇŀ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƛƴƎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀƭŜō ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ! ƭƻƎ ōǊƻƪŜ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊŀŎƪƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜǇƭŀŎŜΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ 
did I loƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴΚέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƻƴΣέ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ 
άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦέ L ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀŘ ŘƻǳƎƘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǇŀƭŜ ōŀƭƭΦ 
άL ƘŀŘ ƘŀƛǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀƭŜō ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ 
άbƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά!ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƴŀƳŜŘ ƳŜ /ŀƭŜōΣέ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ ŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ 
άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŀƳŜŘ ȅƻǳ ¢ǊƻǳōƭŜǎƻƳŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ /ŀƭŜō ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 
ά!ƴŘ aŀƳŀ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΧέ IŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ ά!ƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΧΚέ L ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ 
Mama saƛŘΦ ΨLǎƴΩǘ ƘŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣ !ƴƴŀΚΩέ 
ά!ƴŘ L ǿŀǎΣέ /ŀƭŜō ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ 
/ŀƭŜō ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻƳŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘŜǊǊible holler 
and a horrid smell. But these were not the worst of him. Mama died the next morning. That was the worst thing about Caleb. 
άLǎƴΩǘ ƘŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣ !ƴƴŀΚέ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ōŜŘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘΦ !ƴŘ L ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘ night. 
I wiped my hands on my apron and went to the window. Outside, the prairie reached out and touched the places where the sky came 
down. Though the winter was nearly over, there were patches of snow everywhere. I looked at the long dirt road that crawled across 
the plains, remembering the morning that Mama had died, cruel and sunny. They had come for her in a wagon and taken her away to 
ōŜ ōǳǊƛŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǳƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŎƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƛƭƭ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ 
Slowly, one by one, they left. And then the days seemed long and dark ƭƛƪŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŘŀȅǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΦ !ƴŘ tŀǇŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
sing. 
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From ñHenry and Mudgeò 

9ǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ IŜƴǊȅ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇΣ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ aǳŘƎŜΩǎ ōƛƎ ƘŜŀŘΦ  !ƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ aǳŘƎŜ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇΣ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŦŀŎŜΦ 
They ate breakfast at the same time; they ate supper at the same time. 
And when Henry was at school, Mudge just lay around and waited.  Mudge never went for a walk without Henry again. And Henry 
never worried that Mudge would leave. 
Because sometimes, in their dreams, they saw long silent roads, big wide fields, deep streams, and pine trees. 
In those dreams, Mudge was alone and Henry was alone.  So when Mudge woke up and knew Henry was with him, he remembered 
the dream and stayed closer. 
And when Henry woke up and knew Mudge was with him, he remembered the dream and the looking and the calling and the fear and 
he knew he would never lose Mudge again. 
wŜǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ !ǘƘŜƴŜǳƳ .ƻƻƪǎ ŦƻǊ ¸ƻǳƴƎ wŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛƴǘ ƻŦ {ƛƳƻƴ ϧ {ŎƘǳǎǘŜǊ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ tǳōƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ 5ƛǾƛǎion 
from HENRY AND MUDGE: The First Book by Cynthia Rylant. Text copyright © 1987 Cynthia Rylant. 

Stevens, Janet. Tops and Bottoms. New York: Harcourt, 1985. (1995) 

Once upon a time there lived a very lazy bear who had lots of money and lots of land. His father had been a hard worker and a smart 
business bear, and he had given all of his wealth to his son. 
But all Bear wanted to do was sleep. 
Not far down the road lived a hare. Although Hare was clever, he sometimes got into trouble. He had once owned land, too, but now 
he had nothing. He had lost a risky bet with a tortoise and had sold off all of his land to Bear to pay off the debt. 
Hare and his family were in very bad shape. 
ά¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ CŀǘƘŜǊ IŀǊŜΗ ²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΗέ aǊǎΦ IŀǊŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΦ {ƻ IŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ aǊǎΦ IŀǊŜ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜƛr 
heads together and cooked up a plan. 
.ŜŀǊ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛƭŜΦ  ά.ǳǘΣ IŀǊŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇŀǊǘǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƭŦΗέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇǎΣ .ŜŀǊΣέ IŀǊŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άbƻǿΣ IŀǊŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǘǊƛŎƪŜŘ ƳŜΦ  ¸ƻǳ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƛŜƭŘ ŀƎŀƛƴτŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳǎΗέ 
IŀǊŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ  άLǘΩǎ ŀ ŘƻƴŜ ŘŜŀƭΣ .ŜŀǊΦέ  

LaMarche, Jim. The Raft. New York: HarperCollins, 2000. (2000) 

Somehow, on the river, it seemed like summer would never end. But of course it did. 
On my last day, I got up extra early and crept down to the dock. The air was cool and a low pearly fog hung over the river. I untied the 
raft and quietly drifted downstream. 
Ahead of me, through the fog, I saw two deer moving across the river, a doe and a fawn. When they reached the shore, the doe leaped 
easily up the steep bank, then turned to wait for her baby. But the fawn was in trouble. It kept slipping down the muddy bank. The doe 
returned to the water to help, but the more the fawn struggled, the deeper it got stuck in the mud. 
I pushed off the river bottom and drove the raft hard onto the muddy bank, startling the doe. Then I dropped into the water. I was 
ankle-deep in mud. 
¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƪŀȅΣέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǿƴΣ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŦǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎŀƭƳ ƛǘΦ άL ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 
Gradually the fawn stopped struggling, as if it understood that I was there to help. I put my arms around it and pulled. It barely moved. 
I pulled again, then again. Slowly the fawn eased out of the mud, and finally it was free. Carefully I carried the fawn up the bank to its 
mother. 



Then, quietly, I returned to the raft. From there I watched the doe nuzzle and clean her baby, and I knew what I had to do. I pulled the 
stub of a crayon from my pocket, and drew the fawn, in all its wildness, onto the old gray boards of the raft. When I had finished, I 
knew it was just right. 
Text copyright © 2000 Jim LaMarche. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 
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From ñThe Sleigh Rideò 

It was a very snowy day and Poppleton felt like a sleigh ride.  He called his friend Cherry Sue. 
ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƭŜƛƎƘ ǊƛŘŜΚέ tƻǇǇƭŜǘƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ tƻǇǇƭŜǘƻƴΣ LΩƳ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƘŜǊǊȅ {ǳŜΦ 
Poppleton called his friend Hudson. 
ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƭŜƛƎƘ ǊƛŘŜΚέ tƻǇǇƭŜǘƻƴ ŀǎƪŜd. 
ά{ƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IǳŘǎƻƴΣ άLΩƳ ōŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ŎŀƪŜΦέ 
Poppleton called his friend Fillmore. 
ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƭŜƛƎƘ ǊƛŘŜΚέ tƻǇǇƭŜǘƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
ά{ƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ CƛƭƭƳƻǊŜΦ  άLΩƳ ǎǘƛǊǊƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǳŘƎŜΦέ 
tƻǇǇƭŜǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ  IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŦƻǊ a sleigh ride.  And besides that, they were all making such good things to 
eat! 
He sat in front of his window, feeling very sorry for himself.  Suddenly the doorbell rang. 
ά{¦wtwL{9Ηέ 
¢ƘŜǊŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ tƻǇǇƭŜǘƻƴΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΗ  ²ƛǘƘ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ ŦǳŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎΗ άI!tt¸ .Lw¢I5!¸Σ thtt[9¢hbΗέ 
He had forgotten his own birthday!  Everyone ate and laughed and played games with Poppleton. 
Then, just before midnight, they all took him on a sleigh ride. 
The moon was full and white.  The stars twinkled.  The owls hooted in the trees.  Over the snow went the sleigh filled with Poppleton 
and all of his friends. 
tƻǇǇƭŜǘƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ǿƛǎƘΦ  IŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ 
From POPPLETON IN WINTER by Cynthia Rylant. Scholastic Inc./Blue Sky Press. Copyright © 2001 by Cynthia Rylant. Used by 
permission. 

Rylant, Cynthia. The Lighthouse Family: The Storm. Illustrated by Preston McDaniels. New York: Simon & 

Schuster, 2002. (2002) 
In a lonely lighthouse, far from city and town, far from the comfort of friends, lived a kindhearted cat named Pandora. 
She had been living in this lighthouse all alone for four long years, and it was beginning to wear. She found herself sighing long, deep, 
lonely sighs. She sat on the rocks overlooking the waves far too long. Sometimes her nose got a sunburn. 
And at night, when she tried to read by the lantern light, her mind wandered and she would think for hours on her childhood when she 
had friends and company. 
Why did Pandora accept this lonely lighthouse life? 
Because a lighthouse had once saved her. 
wŜǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ {ƛƳƻƴ ϧ {ŎƘǳǎǘŜǊ .ƻƻƪǎ ŦƻǊ ¸ƻǳƴƎ wŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛƴǘ ƻŦ {ƛƳƻƴ ϧ {ŎƘǳǎǘŜǊ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ tǳōƭƛǎƘƛng 
Division from THE LIGHTHOUSE FAMILY: THE STORM by Cynthia Rylant. Text Copyright © 2002 Cynthia Rylant. 

Osborne, Mary Pope. The One-Eyed Giant (Book One of Tales from the Odyssey). New York: Disney 

Hyperion, 2002. (2002)  

From Chapter Five: ñThe One-Eyed Giantò 

! ƘƛŘŜƻǳǎ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ƭǳƳōŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǿƻƻŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ back. His monstrous head jutted 
from his body like a shaggy mountain peak. A single eye bulged in the center of his forehead. 
The monster was Polyphemus. He was the most savage of all the Cyclopes, a race of fierce one-eyed giants who lived without laws or 
leader. The Cyclopes were ruthless creatures who were known to capture and devour any sailors who happened near their shores. 
Polyphemus threw down his pile of wood. As it crashed to the ground, Odysseus and his men fled to the darkest corners of the cave. 
Unaware that the Greeks were hiding inside, Polyphemus drove his animals into the cave. Then he rolled a huge boulder over its 
mouth to block out the light of day and imprison his flock inside. 
Twenty-four wagons could not haul that rock away, Odysseus thought desperately. How will we escape this monster? 
hŘȅǎǎŜǳǎΩ ƳŜƴ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜǊǊƻǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŦƛǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƭƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ǝƻŀǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿȅ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ Iƛǎ ƳƛƭƪƛƴƎ ŘƻƴŜ, he 
threw more wood on his fire. The flame blazed brightly, lighting up the corners of the cave where Odysseus and his men were hiding. 
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎΚ ²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ CǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜΚέ ǘƘŜ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ōƻƻƳŜŘΦ IŜ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŜƪǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ŜȅŜΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ 
ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎ ǿƘƻ ǎǘŜŀƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΚέ 
hŘȅǎǎŜǳǎΩ ƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ǿƛǘh terror. But Odysseus hid his own fear and stepped toward the monster. 
ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ DǊŜŜƪǎ ōƭƻǿƴ ƻŦŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ōȅ ǎǘƻǊƳ ǿƛƴŘǎΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƛŦǘ ƻŦ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭƛǘȅ ƭƛƪŜ a good 
host? If you do, mighty Zeus, king of the gods, wilƭ ōŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΦ ½Ŝǳǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΦέ 
άCƻƻƭΗέ ǘƘŜ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ½ŜǳǎΚ L ŀƳ ŀ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ tƻǎŜƛŘƻƴΣ ƎƻŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎΗ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ½ŜǳǎΗέ 
Odysseus men cowered in fear. 
Polyphemus moved closer to Odysseus. HŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻŦǘΣ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά.ǳǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǇΚ  
bŜŀǊ ƻǊ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƘƻǊŜΚέ 
hŘȅǎǎŜǳǎ ƪƴŜǿ tƻƭȅǇƘŜƳǳǎ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǇ ƘƛƳΦ άhǳǊ ǎƘƛǇ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳΣέ ƘŜ ƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ǌocks. 
With these good men L ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘΣ L ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǳǎΚέ 
CǊƻƳ aŀǊȅ tƻǇŜ hǎōƻǊƴŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ hƴŜ 9ȅŜŘ Dƛŀƴǘ ϭ нллн ōȅ aŀǊȅ tƻǇŜ hǎōƻǊƴŜΦ wŜǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ōȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ 5ƛǎƴŜȅ IȅǇŜǊƛƻƴΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛnt 
of Disney Book Group LLC, All Rights Reserved. 



Silverman, Erica. Cowgirl Kate and Cocoa. Illustrated by Betsy Lewin. Orlando: Harcourt, 2005. (2005)  

From Chapter 1: ñA Story for Cocoaò 

Cowgirl Kate rode her horse, Cocoa, out to the pasture. 
άLǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊŘ ŎƻǿǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƻǿƎƛǊƭ YŀǘŜΦ 
άL ŀƳ ǘƘƛǊǎǘȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƻŎƻŀΦ 
He stopped at the creek and took a drink. 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ƴƻǿΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ƻǿƎƛǊƭ YŀǘŜΦ 
άbƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƻŎƻŀΦ  άbƻǿ L ŀƳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΦέ 
Cowgirl Kate gave him an apple.  He ate it in one bite.  Then he sniffed the saddlebag. 
Cowgirl Kate gave him another apple.  He ate that in one bite, too.  He sniffed the saddlebag again. 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǇƛƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƻǿƎƛǊƭ YŀǘŜΦ 
άbƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƻŎƻŀΦ  άL ŀƳ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΦέ 
ά! ŎƻǿƘƻǊǎŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά.ǳǘ ŀ ŎƻǿƘƻǊǎŜ ƘŜǊŘǎ ŎƻǿǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άWǳǎǘ ƴƻǿΣ L ŀƳ ǘƻƻ ŦǳƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
/ƻǿƎƛǊƭ YŀǘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ  ά¢ƘŜƴ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΦέ 
άhƴŎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƻǿƎƛǊƭ ǿƘƻ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǿƘƻǊǎŜΦ  {ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀ ǊŀƴŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ƭƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ whose 
Ŏƻŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜΦ  Iƛǎ ǘŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƴŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ŎŀǊŀƳŜƭΦ  Ψ¸ǳƳΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǿƎƛǊƭΣ Ψȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ 
ŎŀƴŘȅΦΩ  ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ  IŜ ǎƴƛŦŦŜŘ ƘŜǊΦέ 
άΩ!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ŎƻǿƎƛǊƭΚΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  ΨL ŀƳ ŀ ŎƻǿƎƛǊƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻǘǎ ǳǇΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ L ŀƳ ŀ ŎƻǿƘƻǊǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŜ ŘƻǿƴΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  
Ψ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǊƪ ƘŀǊŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΚΩ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǿƎƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƘƛƎƘΦ  ΨhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψŀ ŎƻǿƘƻǊǎŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘƻŜǎ Ƙƛǎ 
ƧƻōΦΩ  Ψ!ǘ ƭŀǎǘΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǿƎƛǊƭΣ ΨL ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƴȅ ƘƻǊǎŜΦΩέ 
ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǎǘƻǊȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƻŎƻŀΦ  IŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƘƛƎƘΦ  ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ L ŀƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƘŜǊŘ ŎƻǿǎΦέ 
Excerpted from COWGIRL KATE AND COCOA By Erica Silverman.  Text copyright © 2005 by Erica Silverman. Used by Permission of 
Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

Poetry 

Dickinson, Emily. ñAutumn.ò The Compete Poems of Emily Dickinson. Boston: Little, Brown, 1960. (1893) 

The morns are meeker than they were. 
The nuts are getting brown;  
¢ƘŜ ōŜǊǊȅΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪ ƛǎ ǇƭǳƳǇŜǊΣ  
The rose is out of town. 
The maple wears a gayer scarf, The field a scarlet gown. Lest I should be old-ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴŜŘΣ LΩƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ǘǊƛƴƪŜǘ ƻƴΦ 

Rossetti, Christina. ñWho Has Seen the Wind?ò Sing a Song of Popcorn: Every Childôs Book of Poems. 

Selected by Beatrice Schenk de Regniers et al. Illustrated by Marcia Brown et al. New York: Scholastic, 1988. 

(1893) 
Who has seen the wind? 
Neither I nor you;  
But when the leaves hang trembling 
The wind is passing through. 
Who has seen the wind? 
Neither you nor I;  
But when the trees bow down their heads 
The wind is passing by. 

Millay, Edna St. Vincent. ñAfternoon on a Hill.ò The Selected Poetry of Edna St. Vincent Millay. Edited by 

Nancy Milford. New York: Modern Library, 2001. (1917) 
I will be the gladdest thing 
Under the sun! 
I will touch a hundred flowers 
And not pick one. 
I will look at cliffs and clouds 
  With quiet eyes, 
Watch the wind bow down the grass,   And the grass rise. 
And when lights begin to show 
  Up from the town, 
I will mark which must be mine, 
And then start down! 



Frost, Robert. ñStopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening.ò The Poetry of Robert Frost: The Collected Poems. 

Edited by Edward Connery Lathem. New York: Henry Holt, 1979. (1923) 

Field, Rachel. ñSomething Told the Wild Geese.ò Branches Green. New York: Macmillan, 1934. (1934) 

Hughes, Langston. ñGrandpaôs Stories.ò The Collected Poems of Langston Hughes. New York: Knopf, 1994. 

(1958) 

Jarrell, Randall. ñA Bat Is Born.ò The Bat Poet. New York: HarperCollins, 1964. (1964) 
A bat is born 
Naked and blind and pale. 
His mother makes a pocket of her tail  
And catches him. He clings to her long fur  
By his thumbs and toes and teeth. 
And them the mother dances through the night Doubling and looping, soaring, somersaultingτ  
Her baby hangs on underneath. 
All night, in happiness, she hunts and flies 
Her sharp cries 
Like shining needlepoints of sound  
Go out into the night and, echoing back,  
Tell her what they have touched. She hears how far it is, how big it is,  
²ƘƛŎƘ ǿŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎΥ 
She lives by hearing. 
The mother eats the moths and gnats she catches 
In full flight; in full flight 
The mother drinks the water of the pond  
She skims across. Her baby hangs on tight. Her baby drinks the milk she makes him  
In moonlight or starlight, in mid-air. 
Their single shadow, printed on the moon 
Or fluttering across the stars, 
Whirls on all night; at daybreak 
The tired mother flaps home to her rafter. 
The others are all there. 
They hang themselves up by their toes, 
They wrap themselves in their brown wings. Bunched upside down, they sleep in air. Their sharp ears, their sharp teeth, their quick 
sharp faces 
Are dull and slow and mild. 
All the bright day, as the mother sleeps,  
She folds her wings about her sleeping child. 
Copyright © 1964 BY THE MACMILLAN COMPANY RENEWED TEXT COPYRIGHT © 1992 BY MARY JERRELL. Used by permission of 
HarperCollins Publishers. 

Giovanni, Nikki. ñKnoxville, Tennessee.ò Sing a Song of Popcorn: Every Childôs Book of Poems. Selected by 

Beatrice Schenk de Regniers et al. Illustrated by Marcia Brown et al. New York: Scholastic, 1988. (1968) 
I always like summer best you can eat fresh ŎƻǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŘŀŘŘȅΩǎ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƪǊŀ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀōōŀƎŜ 
and lots of barbecue and buttermilk and homemade ice-cream at the church picnic 
and listen to gospel music outside at the church homecoming 
and you go to the mountains with your grandmother and go barefooted and be warm 
all the time 
not only when you go to bed and sleep 
COPYRIGHT © 1968 BY Nikki Giovanni. Used by permission. 

Merriam, Eve. ñWeather.ò Sing a Song of Popcorn: Every Childôs Book of Poems. Selected by Beatrice 

Schenk de Regniers et al. Illustrated by Marcia Brown et al. New York: Scholastic, 1988. (1969) 

Soto, Gary. ñEating While Reading.ò The 20th Century Childrenôs Poetry Treasury. Selected by Jack 

Prelutsky. Illustrated by Meilo So. New York: Knopf, 1999. (1995) 
What is better 
Than this book 
And the churn of candy 
In your mouth, 
Or the balloon of bubble gum, 
Or the crack of sunflower seeds, 
Or the swig of soda, 
Or the twist of beef jerky, 
Or the slow slither 
Of snow cone syrup  
Running down your arms? 
What is better than 



This sweet dance 
On the tongue,  
And this book That pulls you in? 
Lǘ ȅŜƭƭǎΣ άhǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΗέ 
And you hurry along 
With a red, sticky face. 
ά9ŀǘƛƴƎ ²ƘƛƭŜ wŜŀŘƛƴƎέ ŦǊƻƳ /!b¢h C!aL[L!w ōȅ DŀǊȅ {ƻǘƻΦ /ƻǇȅǊƛƎƘǘ ϭ мффр ōȅ DŀǊȅ {ƻǘƻΦ ¦ǎŜŘ ōȅ tŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ IƻǳƎƘǘƻƴ aƛŦŦƭƛn 
Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

Read-Aloud Stories 

Kipling, Rudyard. ñHow the Camel Got His Hump.ò Just So Stories. New York: Puffin, 2008. (1902) 

Now this is the next tale, and it tells how the Camel got his big hump. 
In the beginning of years, when the world was so new and all, and the Animals were just beginning to work for Man, there was a 
Camel, and he lived in the middle of a Howling Desert because he did not want to work; and besides, he was a Howler himself. So he 
ate sticks and thorns and tamŀǊƛǎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƭƪǿŜŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƛŎƪƭŜǎΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ΨǎŎǊǳŎƛŀǘƛƴƎ ƛŘƭŜΤ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ 
άIǳƳǇƘΗέ Wǳǎǘ άIǳƳǇƘΗέ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΦ 
tǊŜǎŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ IƻǊǎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ aƻƴŘŀȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōƛǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ŀƳŜƭΣ h /ŀƳel, 
ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǳǎΦέ 
άIǳƳǇƘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ /ŀƳŜƭΤ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ IƻǊǎŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ aŀƴΦ 
tǊŜǎŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƎ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ŀƳŜƭΣ h /ŀƳŜƭΣ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŜǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǳǎΦέ 
άIǳƳǇƘ Ηέ ǎŀƛd the Camel; and the Dog went away and told the Man. 
tǊŜǎŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ hȄ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻƪŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ŀƳŜƭΣ h /ŀƳŜƭΣ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƭƻǳƎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǳǎΦέ 
άIǳƳǇƘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ /ŀƳŜƭΤ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ hȄ ǿŜƴǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ aŀƴΦ 
At the end of the Řŀȅ ǘƘŜ aŀƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ IƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ hȄ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘǊŜŜΣ h ¢ƘǊŜŜΣ LΩƳ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ 
(with the world so new-and-all); but that Humph-ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ŜǎŜǊǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΣ ƻǊ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ƴƻǿΣ ǎƻ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
leave him alone, and you must work double-ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦέ 
That made the Three very angry (with the world so new-and-all), and they held a palaver, and an indaba, and a punchayet, and a pow-
wow on the edge of the Desert; and the Camel came chewing milkweed mosǘ ΩǎŎǊǳŎƛŀǘƛƴƎ ƛŘƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ 
άIǳƳǇƘΗέ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
Presently there came along the Djinn in charge of All Deserts, rolling in a cloud of dust (Djinns always travel that way because it is 
Magic), and he stopped to palaver and pow-wow with the Three. 
ά5Ƨƛƴƴ ƻŦ !ƭƭ 5ŜǎŜǊǘǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ IƻǊǎŜΣ άƛǎ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛŘƭŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǎƻ ƴŜǿ-and-ŀƭƭΚέ 
ά/ŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƧƛƴƴΦ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ IƻǊǎŜΣ άǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ IƻǿƭƛƴƎ 5ŜǎŜǊǘ όŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ Howler himself) with a long neck and long legs, 
ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀ ǎǘǊƻƪŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪ ǎƛƴŎŜ aƻƴŘŀȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘǊƻǘΦέ 
ά²ƘŜǿΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƧƛƴƴΣ ǿƘƛǎǘƭƛƴƎΣ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ /ŀƳŜƭΣ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘ ƛƴ !ǊŀōƛŀΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜ ǎŀȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΚέ 
άIŜ ǎŀȅǎ ΨIǳƳǇƘΗΩέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƎΤ άŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŦŜǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊȅΦέ 
ά5ƻŜǎ ƘŜ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΚέ 
άhƴƭȅ ΨIǳƳǇƘΗΩΤ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǇƭƻǳƎƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ hȄΦ 
ά±ŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƧƛƴƴΦ άLΩƭƭ ƘǳƳǇƘ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƪƛƴŘƭȅ ǿŀƛǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦέ 

Thurber, James. The Thirteen Clocks. Illustrated by Marc Simont. New York: New York Review Childrenôs 

Collection, 2008. (1950) 

From Chapter 1 

hƴŎŜ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƎƭƻƻƳȅ ŎŀǎǘƭŜ ƻƴ ŀ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ƘƛƭƭΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ŎƭƻŎƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŀ ŎƻƭŘ aggressive 
Duke, and his niece, the Princess Saralinda. She was warm in every wind and weather, but he was always cold. His hands were as cold 
as his smile and almost as cold as his heart. He wore gloves when he was asleep, and he wore gloves when he was awake, which made 
it difficult for him to pick up pins or coins or kernels of nuts, or to tear the wings from nightingales. He was six feet four, and forty-six, 
and even colder than he thought he was. One eye wore a velvet patch; the other glittered through a monocle, which made half of his 
body seem closer to you than the other half. He had lost one eye when he was twelve, for he was fond of peering into nests and lairs 
in search of birds and animals to maul. One afternoon, a mother shrike had mauled him first. His nights were spent in evil dreams, and 
his days were given to wicked schemes. 
Wickedly scheming, he would limp and cackle through the cold corridors of the castle, planning new impossible feats for the suitors of 
Saralinda to perform. He did not wish to give her hand in marriage, since her hand was the only warm hand in the castle. Even the 
hands of his watch and the hands of all the thirteen clocks were frozen. They had all frozen at the same time, on a snowy night, seven 
years before, and after that it was always ten to five in the castle. Travelers and mariners would look up at the gloomy castle on the 
ƭƻƴŜƭȅ Ƙƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅΣ ά¢ƛƳŜ ƭƛŜǎ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ThenΦ LǘΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ NowΦέ 

White, E. B. Charlotteôs Web. Illustrated by Garth Williams. New York: HarperCollins, 2001. (1952) From 

Chapter 1: ñBefore Breakfastò 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ tŀǇŀ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀȄΚέ ǎŀƛŘ CŜǊƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΦ 
άhǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƎƘƻǳǎŜΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ aǊǎΦ !ǊŀōƭŜΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ǇƛƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǊƴ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀƴ ŀȄΣέ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ CŜǊƴΣ who was only eight. 
ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ άƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƎǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǊǳƴǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŜŀƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ǘƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ƻ ȅƻǳǊ father has 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦέ 
ά5ƻ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΚέ ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘ CŜǊƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ƪƛƭƭ ƛǘΚ Wǳǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΚέ 
aǊǎΦ !ǊŀōƭŜ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ǇƛǘŎƘŜǊ ƻŦ ŎǊŜŀƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅŜƭƭΣ CŜǊƴΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƛƎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘƛŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ 



Fern pushed a chair out of the way and ran outdoors. The grass was wet and the earth smelleŘ ƻŦ ǎǇǊƛƴƎǘƛƳŜΦ CŜǊƴΩǎ ǎƴŜŀƪŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ 
sopping by the time she caught up with her father. 
άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ƛǘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƻōōŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǳƴŦŀƛǊΦέ aǊΦ !ǊŀōƭŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ 
άCŜǊƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΣ άȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 
ά/ƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΚέ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ CŜǊƴΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ 
¢ŜŀǊǎ Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀȄ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 
άCŜǊƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊΦ !ǊŀōƭŜΣ άL ƪƴƻǿ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǇƛƎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΦ ! ǿŜŀƪƭƛƴƎ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦ bƻǿ Ǌǳƴ ŀƭƻƴƎΗέ 
ά.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǳƴŦŀƛǊΣέ ŎǊƛŜŘ CŜǊƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǇƛƎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōŜƛƴƎ ōƻǊƴ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛǘΚ LŦ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀǘ ōƛǊǘƘΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻu have killed 
ƳŜΚέ 
aǊΦ !ǊŀōƭŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά/ŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƻǾŜΦ ά.ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ ! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
Ǌǳƴǘȅ ǇƛƎ ƛǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
άL ǎŜŜ ƴƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ CŜǊƴΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀȄΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ŎŀǎŜ ƻŦ ƛƴƧǳǎǘƛŎŜ L ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦΦέ 

Selden, George. The Cricket in Times Square. Illustrated by Garth Williams. New York: Farrar, Straus and 

Giroux, 1960. (1960)  

From Chapter Three: ñChesterò 

Tucker Mouse had been watching the Bellinis and listening to what they said. Next to scrounging, eaves-dropping on human beings 
was what he enjoyed most. That was one of the reasons he lived in the Times Square subway station. As soon as the family 
disappeared, he darted out across the floor and scooted up to the newsstand. At one side the boards had separated and there was a 
ǿƛŘŜ ǎǇŀŎŜ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƧǳƳǇ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜτjust exploring. For a moment he stood under the three-legged 
stool, letting his eyes get used to the darkness. Then he jumped up on it. 
άtǎǎǘΗέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ άIŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜτaǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǿŀƪŜΚέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 
άtǎǎǘΗ tǎǎǘΗ IŜȅΗέ ¢ǳŎƪŜǊ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƭƻǳŘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ 
CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭŦ ŀōƻǾŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǎŎǳŦŦƭƛƴƎΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŜŜǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜΦ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ΨǇǎǎǘΩΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ Ǿƻƛce. 
άLǘΩǎ ƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ǳŎƪŜǊΦ ά5ƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƻƭΦέ 
! ōƭŀŎƪ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ ǎƘƛƴȅ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 
ά! ƳƻǳǎŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ǳŎƪŜǊΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 
άLΩƳ /ƘŜǎǘŜǊ /ǊƛŎƪŜǘΣ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛŎƪŜǘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘΣ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ƛƴ ŀƴ ǳƴƘŜŀǊŘ ƳŜƭƻdy. 
άaȅ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ ¢ǳŎƪŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ǳŎƪŜǊ aƻǳǎŜΦ ά/ŀƴ L ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇΚέ 
άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǎƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƘŜǎǘŜǊ /ǊƛŎƪŜǘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ 
¢ǳŎƪŜǊ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΦ ά! ŎǊƛŎƪŜǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŘƳƛǊƛƴƎƭȅΦ ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎǊƛŎƪŜǘΦ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎaw one 
ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ 
LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƳƛŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛŎƪŜǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƪƴŜǿ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΦέ 
άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǊƻƳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ ¢ǳŎƪŜǊΦ 
ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƘŜǎǘŜǊΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǎǘŦǳƭƭȅΦ 

Babbitt, Natalie. The Search for Delicious. New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1969. (1969) 

From the Prologue 

There was a time once when the earth was still very young, a time some call the oldest days. This was long before there were any 
people about to dig parts of it up and cut parts of it off. People came along much later, building their towns and castles (which nearly 
always fell down after a while) and plaguing each other with quarrels and supper parties. The creatures who lived on earth in that 
early time stayed each in his own place and kept it beautiful. There were dwarfs in the mountains, woldwellers in the forests, 
mermaids in the lakes, and, of course, winds in the air. 
There was one particular spot on the earth where a ring of mountains enclosed a very dry and dusty place. There were winds and 
ŘǿŀǊŦǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƳŜǊƳŀƛŘǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ƭŀƪŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ǿƻƭŘǿŜƭƭŜǊǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ grow 
in so dry a place. 
Then a remarkable thing happened. Up in the mountains one day a dwarf was poking about with a sharp tool, looking for a good spot 
to begin mining. He poked and poked until he had made a very deep hole in the earth. Then he poked again and clear spring water 
came spurting up in the hole. He hurried in great excitement to tell the other dwarfs and they all came running to see the water. They 
were so pleased that they built over it a fine house of heavy stones and they made a special door out of a flat rock and balanced it in 
its place very carefully on carved hinges. Then one of them made a whistle out of a small stone which blew a certain very high note 
tuned to just the right warble so that when you blew it, the door of the rock house would open, and when you blew it again, the door 
would shut. They took turns being in charge of the whistle and they worked hard to keep the spring clean and beautiful. 

Curtis, Christopher Paul. Bud, Not Buddy. New York: Random House, 1999. (1999) 

(Also listed as a narrative for grades 4 and 5)  

From Chapter 1 

Here we go again. We were all standing in line waiting for breakfast when one of the caseworkers came in and taptap-taped down the 
line. Uh-ƻƘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ōŀŘ ƴŜǿǎΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǇŀŘŘƭŜŘΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ 
watched the woman as she moved along the line, her high-heeled shoes sounding like little fire-crackers going off on the wooden 
floor. 
{ƘƻƻǘΗ {ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ .ǳŘŘȅ /ŀƭŘǿŜƭƭΚέ 
L ǎŀƛŘΣ άLǘΩǎ .ǳŘΣ ƴƻǘ .ǳŘŘȅΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΦέ 
She put her hand on my shoulder and took me out of the line. Then she pulled JeǊǊȅΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǊ ōƻȅǎΣ ƻǾŜǊΦ ά!ǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ WŜǊǊȅ 
/ƭŀǊƪΚέ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ 



ά.ƻȅǎΣ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎΗ bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ȅŜŀǊ Ƙŀǎ ŜƴŘŜŘΣ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƴŜǿ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊȅ-care homes starting this 
ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΗέ 
WŜǊǊȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ά¢ƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ 
{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻΣ WŜǊǊȅΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭǎΧέ 
WŜǊǊȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǇ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŀ Ǉƻǘ ƻŦ ōƻƛƭƛƴƎ ƳƛƭƪΦ 
άΧŀƴŘ .ǳŘΧέ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎΦ άhƘΣ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ !ƳƻǎŜǎΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ be with Mr. and Mrs. Amos and their son, 
ǿƘƻΩǎ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƘƛƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΣ .ǳŘΚέ 
¸ŜǎΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΦέ 
{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōƻǘƘ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǇǇȅΦέ 
Me and Jerry looked at each other. 
¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻǿΣ ƴƻǿΣ ōƻȅǎΣ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻ ƎƭǳƳΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ Ƨƻōǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅΣ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƭǳŎky enough to 
find two wonderful famƛƭƛŜǎ ǿƘƻΩǾŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƻƻǊǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǿ ƻǳǊ ƴŜǿ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ 
ǾŜǊȅΧέ 
She dragged out the word very, waiting for us to finish her sentence for her. 
WŜǊǊȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ƘŜŜǊŦǳƭΣ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭΦέ L ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴd mumbled. 
{ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻŦ ŦǊǳƛǘ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ōŀƎΦ Ln the 
ƳŜŀƴǘƛƳŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƛǇ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ 
Here we go again. I felt like I ǿŀǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀǎ L ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ WŜǊǊȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎΩ ōŜŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƧƛƳ-jammed 
ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜǎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀt there are 
always a few secoƴŘǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ƴƻǎŜ ƎŜǘǎ ŀƭƭ Ǌǳƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ƎŜǘǎ ŀƭƭ ŎƘƻƪȅ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ 
get all sting-ȅΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǎ ǎŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎ 
donΩǘ ŎǊȅ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ 

Say, Allen. The Sign Painter. New York: Houghton Mifflin, 2000. (2000) 
ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎǘΣ ǎƻƴΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
ά¸Ŝǎ Φ Φ Φ L ƳŜŀƴ ƴƻΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƧƻōΣέ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ōƻȅΦ 
ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΦέ 
άL Ŏŀƴ ǇŀƛƴǘΦέ 
ά!ƘΣ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ŦŀŎŜǎΚέ 
άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦέ 
ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ Ǉŀƛƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōƛƎΚέ 
ά¸ŜǎΦέ 
ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ LΩƳ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ Ǉǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ōǊǳǎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 
Excerpt from THE SIGN PAINTER by Allen Say. Copyright © 2000 by Allen Say. Used by Permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt 
Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

Read-Aloud Poetry 

Lear, Edward. ñThe Jumblies.ò Sing a Song of Popcorn: Every Childôs Book of Poems. Selected by Beatrice 

Schenk de Regniers et al. Illustrated by Marcia Brown et al. New York: Scholastic, 1988. (1871) 
They went to sea in a sieve, they did;  
In a sieve they went to sea: 
In spite of all their friends could say,  
hƴ ŀ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΩǎ ƳƻǊƴΣ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǘƻǊƳȅ ŘŀȅΣ Lƴ ŀ ǎƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŀΦ 
And when the sieve turned round and round,  
!ƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ŘǊƻǿƴŜŘΗέ  
¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΣ άhǳǊ ǎƛŜǾŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ōƛƎΤ .ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀ ōǳǘǘƻƴΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀ ŦƛƎΥ  
Lƴ ŀ ǎƛŜǾŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŜŀΗέ 
Far and few, far and few, Are the lands where the Jumblies live: Their heads are green, and their hands are blue  
And they went to sea in a sieve. 
They sailed away in a sieve, they did,  
In a sieve they sailed so fast, 
With only a beautiful pea-green veil  
Tied with a ribbon, by way of a sail, To a small tobacco-pipe mast. 
And every one said who saw them go,  
άhƘΗ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜ ǎƻƻƴ ǳǇǎŜǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚ  
For the sky is dark, and the voyage is long;  
!ƴŘΣ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ǿǊƻƴƎ  
Lƴ ŀ ǎƛŜǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀƛƭ ǎƻ ŦŀǎǘΦέ 
Far and few, far and few, Are the lands where the Jumblies live: Their heads are green, and their hands are blue  
And they went to sea in a sieve. 
The water it soon came in, it did;  
The water it soon came in: 
So, to keep them dry, they wrapped their feet  
In a pinky paper all folded neat;  
And they fastened it down with a pin. And they passed the night in a crockery-ƧŀǊΤ !ƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIƻǿ ǿƛǎŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΗ  



Though the sky be dark, and the voyage be long,  
Yet we never can think we were rash or wrong,  
²ƘƛƭŜ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǎƛŜǾŜ ǿŜ ǎǇƛƴΦέ 
Far and few, far and few, Are the lands where the Jumblies live: Their heads are green, and their hands are blue  
And they went to sea in a sieve. 
And all night long they sailed away;  
And when the sun went down, 
They whistled and warbled a moony song  
To the echoing sound of a coppery gong,  
Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ōǊƻǿƴΦέ h ¢ƛƳōŀƭƭƻƻΗ Iƻǿ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ  
When we live in a sieve and a crockery-jar! And all night long, in the moonlight pale,  
We sail away with a pea-green sail  
In the shade of the mountains brown 
Far and few, far and few, Are the lands where the Jumblies live: Their heads are green, and their hands are blue  
And they went to sea in a sieve. 
They sailed to the Western Sea, they did,τ  
To a land all covered with trees: 
And they bought an owl, and a useful cart,  
And a pound of rice, and a cranberry-tart,  
And a hive of silvery bees; 
And they bought a pig, and some green jackdaws,  
And a lovely monkey with lollipop paws,  
And forty bottles of ring-bo-ree,  
And no end of Stilton cheese. 
Far and few, far and few, 
Are the lands where the Jumblies live: Their heads are green, and their hands are blue  
And they went to sea in a sieve. 
And in twenty years they all came back,τ  
In twenty years or more; 
!ƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIƻǿ ǘŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴΗ CƻǊ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ [ŀƪŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ the Torrible Zone,  
And the hills of the Chankly Bore. 
ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘǊŀƴƪ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀƭǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ŦŜŀǎǘ  
Of dumplings made of beautiful yeast;  
!ƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLŦ ǿŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƭƛǾŜΣ ²ŜΣ ǘƻƻΣ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŜŀ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƛŜǾŜΣ ¢ƻ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /Ƙŀƴƪƭȅ .ƻǊŜΦ  
Far and few, far and few, 
Are the lands where the Jumblies live: Their heads are green, and their hands are blue  
And they went to sea in a sieve. 

Browning, Robert. The Pied Piper of Hamelin. Illustrated by Kate Greenaway. New York: Knopf, 1993. (1888) 

HamŜƭƛƴ ¢ƻǿƴΩǎ ƛƴ .ǊǳƴǎǿƛŎƪΣ 
By famous Hanover city; 
The river Weser, deep and wide, 
Washes its wall on the southern side; 
A pleasanter spot you never spied; 
But, when begins my ditty, 
Almost five hundred years ago, 
To see the townsfolk suffer so 
From vermin, was a pity. 
Rats! 
They fought the dogs and killed the cats, 
And bit the babies in the cradles, 
And ate the cheeses out of the vats. 
!ƴŘ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻƪΩǎ ƻǿƴ ƭŀŘƭŜǎΣ 
Split open the kegs of salted sprats, 
aŀŘŜ ƴŜǎǘǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ƘŀǘǎΣ 
!ƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǇƻƛƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ŎƘŀǘǎΣ 
By drowning their speaking 
With shrieking and squeaking 
In fifty different sharps and flats. 
At last the people in a body 
To the Town Hall came flocking: 
ά¢ƛǎ ŎƭŜŀǊΣέ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜȅΣ άƻǳǊ aŀȅƻǊΩǎ ŀ ƴƻŘŘȅΤ 
And as for our Corporationτshocking 
To think we buy gowns lined with ermine 
For dolts tƘŀǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƻǊ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜst to rid us of our vermin! 
You hope, bŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƻōŜǎŜΣ 



To find in the furry civic robe ease? 
Rouse up, sirs! Give your brains a racking 
Tƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŜŘȅ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭŀŎƪƛƴƎΣ 
Or, sure as fatŜΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎΗέ 
At this the Mayor and Corporation 
Quaked with a mighty consternation. 

Johnson, Georgia Douglas. ñYour World.ò Words with Wings: A Treasury of African-American Poetry and 

Art. Selected by Belinda Rochelle. New York: HarperCollins, 2001. (1918) 
Your world is as big as you make it. 
I know, for I used to abide 
In the narrowest nest in a corner, 
My wings pressing close to my side. 
 But I sighted the distant horizon 
Where the skyline encircled the sea 
And I throbbed with a burning desire 
To travel this immensity. 
 I battered the cordons around me 
And cradled my wings on the breeze, 
Then soared to the uttermost reaches 
With rapture, with power, with ease! 

Eliot, T. S. ñThe Song of the Jellicles.ò Old Possumôs Book of Practical Cats. Illustrated by Edward Gorey. 

Orlando: Harcourt, 1982. (1939) 

Sample Performance Tasks for Stories and Poetry   
¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŀǎƪ ŀƴŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭƻǘ ƻŦ tŀǘǊƛŎƛŀ aŀŎ[ŀŎƘƭŀƴΩǎ {ŀǊŀƘΣ tƭŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ¢ŀƭƭΣ explicitly referring to 

the book to form the basis for their answers. [RL.3.1] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ Ƙƻǿ aŀǊƪ ¢ŜŀƎǳŜΩǎ ƛƭƭǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘŜ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŎƻƴǾŜȅŜŘ ƛƴ /ȅƴǘƘƛŀ wȅƭŀƴǘΩǎ tƻǇǇƭŜǘƻƴ ƛƴ ²ƛƴǘŜǊ ǘƻ 
create the mood and emphasize aspects of characters and setting in the story. [RL.3.7] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǊŜŀŘ ŦŀōƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭƪǘŀƭŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŘƛǾŜǊǎŜ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴ ǘŀƭŜǎΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ wǳŘȅŀǊŘ YƛǇƭƛƴƎΩǎ άIƻǿ 
ǘƘŜ /ŀƳŜƭ Dƻǘ Iƛǎ IǳƳǇέ ŀƴŘ bŀǘŀƭƛŜ .ŀōōƛǘǘΩǎ ¢ƘŜ {ŜŀǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ 5ŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǊŀǇƘǊŀǎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŜƴǘǊal message, lesson, or 
moral. [RL.2.2] 

¶ Students describe the overall story structure of The Thirteen Clocks by James Thurber, describing how the interactions of 
the characters of the Duke and Princess Saralinda introduce the beginning of the story and how the suspenseful plot comes 
to an end. [RL.2.5] 

¶ ²ƘŜƴ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ 9Φ .Φ ²ƘƛǘŜΩǎ ōƻƻƪ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΩǎ ²ŜōΣ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŘƛǎǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ǾƛŜǿ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ²ƛƭōǳǊ ǘƘŜ tƛƎ 
from that of Fern Arable as well as from that of the narrator. [RL.3.6] 

¶ Students descriōŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ƻŦ .ǳŘ ƛƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƻǇƘŜǊ tŀǳƭ /ǳǊǘƛǎΩ ǎǘƻǊȅ .ǳŘΣ bƻǘ .ǳŘŘȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘǎ ǘƻ ŀ ƳŀƧƻǊ ŜǾŜƴǘ ƛƴ 
his life of being placed in a foster home. [RL.2.3] 

Informational Texts 

Aliki. A Medieval Feast. New York: HarperCollins, 1986. (1983) 

It was announced from the palace that the King would soon make a long journey. 
On the way to his destination, the King and his party would spend a few nights at Camdenton Manor. The lord of the manor knew what 
this meant. The king traveled with his Queen, his knights, squires, and other members of his court. There could be a hundred mouths 
to feed! 
Preparations for the visit began at once. The lord and lady of the manor had their serfs to help them. The serfs lived in huts provided 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ŜǎǘŀǘŜΣ ŜŀŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ its own plot of land. In return, they were bound to serve the lord. They farmed his land, 
managed his manor house, and if there was a war, they had to go to battle with the lord and the King. 
But now they prepared. 
The manor had its own church, which was attended by everyone on the estate. 
The manor house had to be cleaned, the rooms readied, tents set up for the horsemen, fields fenced for the horses. And above all, 
provisions had to be gathered for the great feast. 
The Royal Suite was redecorated. 
Silk was spun, new fabric was woven. 
¢ƘŜ wƻȅŀƭ /ǊŜǎǘ ǿŀǎ ŜƳōǊƻƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ ƭƛƴŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ 
The lord and his party went hunting and hawking for fresh meat. 
IǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǇƻǊǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘ ƻƴƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƭŘ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ belonged to him. Anyone caught poachingτ
hunting illegallyτwas severely punished. 
Falcons and hawks were prized pets. They were trained to attack birds for their masters to capture. 
They trapped rabbits and birds of all kinds, and fished for salmon and eels and trout. 
Serfs hid in bushes and caught birds in traps. They set ferrets in burrows to chase out rabbits. 
There were fruits and vegetables growing in the garden, herbs and flowers for sauces and salads, and bees made honey for 
sweetening. 
COPYRIGHT © 1983 BY ALIKI BRANDENBERG. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 



Gibbons, Gail. From Seed to Plant. New York: Holiday House, 1993. (1991) From ñA óFrom Seed to Plantô 

Projectò 
How to raise bean plants 

1. Find a clean glass jar. Take a piece of black construction paper and roll it up. 
2. Slide the paper into the jar. Fill the jar with water. 
3. Wedge the bean seeds between the black paper and the glass. Put the jar in a warm place. 
4. In a few days the seeds will begin to sprout. Watch the roots grow down. The shoots will grow up. 
5. Put dirt into a big clay pot. 
6. Carefully remove the small plants from the glass jar. Place them in the soil, covering them up to the base of their shoots. 
7. ²ŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΧŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƎǊƻǿΦ 

Copyright © 1991 by Gail Gibbons. Used by permission. 

Milton, Joyce. Bats: Creatures of the Night. Illustrated by Joyce Moffatt. New York: Grosset & Dunlap, 1993. 

(1993) 
No one has lived on this farm for years. 
The barn looks empty. 
.ǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΗ 
Strange creatures are sleeping in the loft. 
As the sun goes down, they take to the air. 
From BATS: CREATURES OF THE NIGHT by Joyce Milton. Text © 1993 by Joyce Milton. Illustrations © 1993 by Judith Moffatt. Used by 
permission of Grosset & Dunlap, A Division of Penguin Young Readers Group, A Member of Penguin Group (USA) Inc. All rights reserved. 

Beeler, Selby. Throw Your Tooth on the Roof: Tooth Traditions Around the World. Illustrated by G. Brian 

Karas. New York: Houghton Mifflin, 2001. (1998) 
Has this ever happened to you? 
You find a loose tooth in your mouth. 
Yikes! You can wiggle it with your finger. 
You can push it back and forth with your tongue. 
Then one day it falls out. 
There you are with your old baby tooth in your hand and a big hole in your mouth. 
It happens to everyone, everywhere, all over the world. 
ά[ƻƻƪΗ [ƻƻƪΗ aȅ ǘƻƻǘƘ ŦŜƭƭ ƻǳǘΗ aȅ ǘƻƻǘƘ ŦŜƭƭ ƻǳǘΗέ .ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ƴŜȄǘΚ 
What in the world do you do with your tooth? 
North America 
United States 
L Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ǘƻƻǘƘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ LΩƳ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻƻǘƘ CŀƛǊȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳΣ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǘooth, and leave some 
money in its place. 
Mexico 
When I go to sleep, I leave my tooth in a box on the bedside table. I hope El Ratón, the magic mouse, will take my tooth and bring me 
some money. He leaves more money for a front tooth. 
Yupik 
My mother wraps Ƴȅ ǘƻƻǘƘ ƛƴ ŀ ŦƻƻŘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜŀǘ ƻǊ ōǊŜŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ L ŦŜŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŀ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ŘƻƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅΣ άwŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻƻǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻƴŜΦέ 
Yellowknife Déné 
My mother or grandmother takes my tooth and puts it in a tree and then my family dances around it. This makes certain that my new 
tooth will grow in as straight as a tree. 
Navajo 
My mother saves my tooth until my mouth stops hurting. Then we take my tooth to the southeast, away from our house. We bury the 
tooth on the east side of a healthy young sagebrush, rabbit bush, or pinyon tree because we believe that east is the direction 
associated with childhood. 
Excerpted from THROW YOUR TOOTH ON THE ROOF: Tooth Traditions From Around the World. Text Copyright © 1998 by Selby B. 
Beeler. Used by Permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

Leonard, Heather. Art Around the World. New York: Rigby, 1998. (1998) 

Ruffin, Frances E. Martin Luther King and the March on Washington. Illustrated by Stephen Marchesi. New 

York: Grosset & Dunlap, 2000. (2000)  

August 28, 1963 
It is a hot summer day in Washington, D.C. 
More than 250,000 people are pouring into the city. 
They have come by plane, by train, by car, and by bus. 
From MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR. AND THE MARCH ON WASHINGTON: ALL ABOARD READING by Frances E. Ruffin, illustrated by Stephen 
Marchesi. Text © 2001 by Frances E. Ruffin. Illustrations © 2001 by Stephen Marchesi. Used by permission of Grosset & Dunlap, A 
Division of Penguin Young Readers Group, A Member of Penguin Group (USA) Inc. All rights reserved. 

St. George, Judith. So You Want to Be President? Illustrated by David Small. New York: Philomel, 2000. 

(2000) 
9ǾŜǊȅ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƻŀǘƘΥ άL Řƻ ǎƻƭŜƳƴƭȅ ǎǿŜŀǊ όƻǊ ŀŦŦƛǊƳύ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƛƭƭ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭƭȅ ŜȄŜŎǳǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ƻŦ  
President of the UƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅΣ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜΣ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΦέ 



Only thirty-ŦƛǾŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΗ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛƎ ƻǊŘŜǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ !ōǊŀƘŀƳ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻǇǎ ŀǘ ŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊŘŜǊΦ άL ƪƴƻw 
ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻǊ ŀǎ ƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ŎŀƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘΧL ŀƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ L Ƴǳǎǘ Řƻ ǘƘe best I can, 
ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŦŜŜƭ L ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜΦέ 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƭƛƴŜΦ ¢ŀƭƭΣ ǎƘƻǊǘ, fat, thin, talkative, quiet, vain, humble, lawyer, teacher, or soldierτthis is what most of our 
Presidents have tried to do, each in his own way. Some succeeded. Some failed. If you want to be Presidentτ a good Presidentτ
pattern yourself after the best. Our best have asked more of themselves than they thought they could give. They have had the 
courage, spirit, and will to do what they knew was right. Most of all, their first priority has always been the people and the country 
they served. 
From SO YOU WANT TO BE PRESIDENT? By Judith St. George, illustrated by David Small. Text © 2000 by Judith St. George. Illustrations 
© 2000 by David Small. Used by permission of Philomel Books, A Division of Penguin Young Readers Group, A Member of Penguin 
Group (USA) Inc, all rights reserved. 

Einspruch, Andrew. Crittercam. National Geographic Windows on Literacy Series. Washington, D.C.: National 

Geographic, 2004. (2004) 

Kudlinski, Kathleen V. Boy, Were We Wrong About Dinosaurs. Illustrated by S. D. Schindler. New York: 

Dutton, 2005. (2005) 
Long, long ago, before people knew anything about dinosaurs, giant bones were found in China. Wise men who saw the bones tried to 
guess what sort of enormous animal they could have come from. 
After they studied the fossil bones, the ancient Chinese decided that they came from dragons. They thought these dragons must have 
been magic dragons to be so large. And they believed that dragons could still be alive. 
Boy, were they wrong! 
No one knows exactly what dinosaurs looked like. All that is left of them are fossil bones and a few other clues. Now that we think that 
many of our own past guesses about dinosaurs were just as wrong as those of ancient China. 
Some of our mistakes were little ones. When the first fossil bones of Iguanodon were fouƴŘΣ ƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘŀǇŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǊƘƛƴƻΩǎ ƘƻǊƴΦ 
Scientists guessed that the strange horn fit like a spike on IguanodonΩǎ nose 
Boy, were we wrong about Iguanodon! 
When a full set of fossil bones was found later, there were two pointed bones, they were part of IguanodonΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ƴƻǘ ƛǘǎ ƴƻǎŜΗ 
Other new clues show us that we may have been wrong about every kind of dinosaur. 
{ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ŘƛƴƻǎŀǳǊǎ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ŝƭōƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ƪƴŜŜǎ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƛȊŀǊŘΩǎΦ ²ƛth legs like 
that, big dinosaurs could only waddle clumsily on all fours or float underwater. 
bƻǿ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŜƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎΦ 5ƛƴƻǎŀǳǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŎƭǳƳǎȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƛȊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǇŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛr leg 
bones see to show that some were as fast and graceful as deer. 
From BOY, WERE WE WRONG ABOUT DINOSAURS by Kathleen Kudlinski, illustrated by S.D. Schindler. Text copyright © 2005 by 
YŀǘƘƭŜŜƴ ±Φ YǳŘƭƛƴǎƪƛΦ LƭƭǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ϭ нллр ōȅ {Φ5Φ {ŎƘƛƴŘƭŜǊΦ ¦ǎŜŘ ōȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ 5ǳǘǘƻƴ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ .ƻƻƪǎΣ ! 5ƛǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ tenguin 
Young Readers Group, A Member of Penguin Group (USA) Inc. All rights reserved. 

Davies, Nicola. Bat Loves the Night. Illustrated by Sarah Fox-Davies. Cambridge, Mass.: Candlewick, 2001. 

(2001) 

Floca, Brian. Moonshot: The Flight of Apollo 11. New York: Atheneum, 2009. (2009) 

High above there is the Moon, cold and quiet, no air, no life, but glowing in the sky. 
Here below there are three men who close themselves in special clothes, whoτclickτlock hands in heavy gloves, whoτclickτlock 
heads in large round helmets. 
It is summer here in Florida, hot, and near the sea. But now these men are dressed for colder, stranger places. They walk with stiff and 
awkward steps in suits not made for Earth. 
They have studied and practiced and trained, and said good-bye to family and friends. If all goes well, they will be gone for one week, 
gone where no one has been. 
Their two small spaceships are Columbia and Eagle. They sit atop the rocket that will raise them into space, a monster of a machine: It 
stands thirty stories, it weighs six million pounds, a tower full of fuel and fire and valves and pipes and engines, too big to believe, but 
built to flyτthe mighty, massive Saturn V. 
The astronauts squeeze in to ColumbiaΩǎ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎ ǎŜŀǘǎΣ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŀŎƪǎΣ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘe skyτNeil Armstrong on the left, 
Michael Collins in the right, Buzz Aldrin in the middle. 
Click and they fasten straps. 
Click and the hatch is sealed. 
There they wait, while the Saturn hums beneath them. 
Near the rocket, in Launch Control, and far away in Houston, in Mission Control, there are numbers, screens, and charts, ways of 
watching and checking every piece of the rocket and ships, the fuel, the valves, the pipes, the engines, the beats of the astǊƻƴŀǳǘǎΩ 
hearts. 
As the countdown closes, each man watching is asked the question: GO/NO GO? 
!ƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ōŀŎƪΥ άDhΦέ άDhΦέ άDhΦέ  
Apollo 11 is GO for launch. 
wŜǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ !ǘƘŜƴŜǳƳ .ƻƻƪǎ ŦƻǊ ¸ƻǳƴƎ wŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛƴǘ ƻŦ {ƛƳƻƴ ϧ {ŎƘǳǎǘŜǊ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ tǳōƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ 5ƛǾƛǎion 
from MOONSHOT: The Flight of Apollo 11 by Brian Floca. Copyright © 2009 by Brian Floca. 

Thomson, Sarah L. Where Do Polar Bears Live? Illustrated by Jason Chin. New York: HarperCollins, 2010. 

(2010) 
This island is covered with snow. No trees grow. Nothing has green leaves. The land is white as far as you can see. 
Then something small and round and black pokes up out of the snow. 



A black nose sniffs the air. Then a smooth white head appears. A mother polar bear heaves herself out of her den. 
A cub scrambles after her. 
Wheƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏǳō ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ŦƻǳǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀƎƻΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƎǳƛƴŜŀ ǇƛƎΦ .ƭƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇƭŜǎǎΣ ƘŜ ǎƴǳƎƎƭŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǳǊΦ He 
drank her milk and grew, safe from the long Arctic winter. 
Outside the den, on some days, it was fifty degrees below zero. From October to February, the sun never rose. 
Now it is springτŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƴƻǿ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǾŜǊǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŏǳō ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƻŎƪŜǊ ǎǇŀƴƛŜƭΦ IŜΩǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƴΦ CƻǊ 
the first time, he sees bright sunlight and feels the wind ruffle his fur 
The cub tumbles and slides down icy hills. His play makes him strong and teaches him to walk and run in snow. 
Like his mother, he cub is built to survive in the Arctic. Hi white fur will grow to be six inches thickτlonger than your hand. The skin 
beneath the cǳōΩǎ ŦǳǊ ƛǎ ōƭŀŎƪΦ Lǘ ǎƻŀƪǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΦ ¦ƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴ ƛǎ ŀ ƭŀȅŜǊ ƻŦ ŦŀǘΦ [ƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƴǳƎ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ōƭǳōōŜǊ ƪŜŜǇǎ in 
ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ 
Polar bears get too hot more easily than they get too cold. They stretch out on the ice to cool off. 
Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Read-Aloud Informational Texts 

Freedman, Russell. Lincoln: A Photobiography. New York: Houghton Mifflin, 1989. (1987)  

From Chapter One: ñThe Mysterious Mr. Lincolnò 

!ōǊŀƘŀƳ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴ who could lose himself in a crowd. After all, he stood six feet four inches tall. And to top it off, 
he wore a high silk hat. 
His height was mostly in his long bony legs. When he sat in a chair, he seemed no taller than anyone else. I was only when he stood up 
that he towered over other men.  
!ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƎƭŀƴŎŜΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻƳŜƭȅΦ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻ ǘƻƻΣ ƻƴŎŜ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ άǇƻƻǊΣ ƭŜŀƴΣ ƭŀƴƪ ŦŀŎŜΦέ !ǎ a young 
man he was sensitive about his gawky looks, but in time, he learned to laugh at himsŜƭŦΦ ²ƘŜƴ ŀ ǊƛǾŀƭ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ άǘǿƻ-ŦŀŎŜŘέ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ 
ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŘŜōŀǘŜΣ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΥ άL ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜΦ LŦ L ƘŀŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩŘ ǿŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΚέ 
According to those who knew him, Lincoln was a man of many faces. In repose, he often seemed sad and gloomy. But when he began 
ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŘǳƭƭΣ ƭƛǎǘƭŜǎǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳŀǎƪΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ /ƘƛŎŀƎƻ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊƳŀƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŜȅŜǎ ōegan to 
sparkle, the mouth to smile, the whole countenance was wreathed in animation, so thŀǘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψ²ƘȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƴΣ 
ǎƻ ŀƴƎǳƭŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƭŜƳƴ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƎƻΣ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΦΩέ 
[ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘŜŘ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ǇƘƻǘƻ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ ƘƛƳ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻ ǿƻƴŘŜr. Back 
then cameras requiǊŜŘ ƭƻƴƎ ŜȄǇƻǎǳǊŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘŜŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ άŦǊŜŜȊŜέ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ǘƛŎƪŜŘ ōȅΦ LŦ ƘŜ ōƭƛƴƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜΣ 
ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōƭǳǊǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǎƻ ǎǘƛŦŦ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳŀƭ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻǘƻǎΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ƻǊ ƧƻƪƛƴƎ. 

Coles, Robert. The Story of Ruby Bridges. Illustrated by George Ford. New York: Scholastic, 1995. (1995) 

Ruby Bridges was born in a small cabin near Tylertown, Mississippi.  
ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻƻǊΣ ǾŜǊȅΣ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻƻǊΣέ wǳōȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ  άaȅ ŘŀŘŘȅ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ŎǊƻǇǎΦ  ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ got by.  There were times when we 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƻǿƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǎ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǇǎΣ ǎƻ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘŘȅ ƭƻǎǘ Ƙƛǎ Ƨƻō, and 
ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΦ  
άL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǳǎ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦ  L ǿŀǎ ŦƻǳǊΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦέ 
In 1957, the fŀƳƛƭȅ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ bŜǿ hǊƭŜŀƴǎΦ  wǳōȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊΦ  IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƻƪ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ 
ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǳŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ōŜŘΣ wǳōȅΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǎŎǊǳōōƛƴƎ ŦƭƻƻǊǎ ƛƴ ŀ ōŀƴƪΦ 
Every Sunday, the family went to church. 
ά²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴŜŀǊ DƻŘΩǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΣέ wǳōȅΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ IƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘΦέ 
At that time, black children and white children went to separate schools in New Orleans.  The black children were not able to receive 
tƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŀƛǊΦ  !ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ƭŀǿΦ 
In 1960, a judge ordered four black girls to go to two white elementary schools.  Three of the girls were sent to McDonogh 19.  Six-
year-old Ruby Bridges was sent to first grade in the William Frantz Elementary School. 
wǳōȅΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ŜǾŜƴǘ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǿent to 
church. 
ά²Ŝ ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƻ DƻŘΣέ wǳōȅΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴȅ 
ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΤ ŀƴŘ wǳōȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǳǇ ƘƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ŀ ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ the 
!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ  ²Ŝ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ƘŀǊŘΦέ 
On RǳōȅΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘŀȅΣ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ƻŦ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ CǊŀƴǘȊ 9ƭŜƳŜƴǘŀǊȅ {ŎƘƻƻƭΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǎƛƎƴǎ that 
ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ōƭŀŎƪ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ  tŜƻǇƭŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ wǳōȅ ƴŀƳŜǎΤ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ƘŜǊΦ  ¢ƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀte police 
did not help Ruby. 
The President of the United States ordered federal marshals to walk with Ruby into the school building.  The marshals carried guns. 
Every day, for weeks that turned into months, Ruby experienced that kind of school day. 
She walked to the Frantz School surrounded by marshals.  Wearing a clean dress and a bow in her hair and carrying her lunch pail, 
Ruby walked slowly for the first few blocks.  As Ruby approached the school, she saw a crowd of people marching up and down the 
street.  Men and women and children shouted at her.  They pushed toward her.  The marshals kept them from Ruby by threatening to 
arrest them. 
Ruby would hurry through the crowd and not say a word. 
From THE STORY OF RUBY BRIDGES by Robert Coles. Copyright © 1995 by Robert Coles. Used by permission of Scholastic Inc. 

Wick, Walter. A Drop of Water: A Book of Science and Wonder. New York: Scholastic, 1997. (1997) 

From ñSoap Bubblesò 
There are few objects you can make that have both the dazzling beauty and delicate precision of a soap bubble.  Shown here at actual 
size, this bubble is a nearly perfect sphere.  Its shimmering liquid skin is five hundred times thinner than a human hair. 



.ǳōōƭŜǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǿŀǘŜǊ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǊƳΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎǳrface tension is so strong the bubbles collapse.  
!ŘŘƛƴƎ ǎƻŀǇ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǿŜŀƪŜƴǎ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ǘŜƴǎƛƻƴΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ŀƭƭƻǿǎ ŀ ŦƛƭƳ ƻŦ ǎƻŀǇȅ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ōǊŜŀƪing. 
When you blow a bubble, it looks somewhat like a drop of water emerging from a faucet.  And just like the surface of a drop of water, 
ǘƘŜ ōǳōōƭŜΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ǎƘǊƛƴƪǎ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳ ŀ ǎǇƘŜǊŜΦ  {ǇƘŜǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƳŀǘƘŜƳŀǘƛŎŀƭ ǎƘŀǇŜǎΦ  .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ŦƻǊƳ ǎǇƻƴǘŀƴŜƻusly, 
they are also shapes of nature.  
From A DROP OF WATER: A BOOK OF SCIENCE AND WONDER by Walter Wick. Scholastic Inc./Scholastic Press. Copyright © 1997 by 
Walter Wick. Used by permission. 

Smith, David J. If the World Were a Village: A Book about the Worldôs People. Illustrated by Shelagh 

Armstrong. Toronto: Kids Can Press, 2002. (2002)  

From ñWelcome to the Global Villageò 

9ŀǊǘƘ ƛǎ ŀ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ !ǎ ŦƻǊ WŀƴǳŀǊȅ мΣ нллн ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ с ōƛƭlion, 200 
millionτǘƘŀǘΩǎ сΣнллΣлллΣлллΦ ¢ǿŜƴǘȅ-three countries have more than fifty million (50,000,000) people. Ten countries each have more 
than one hundred million (100,000,000) people. China has nearly one billion, three hundred million people (1,3000,000,000). 
Numbers like this are hard to understand, but what if we imagined the whole population of the world as a village of just 100 people? In 
this imaginary village, each person would represent about sixty-two million (62,000,000) people from the real world. 
One hundred people would fit nicely into a small village. By learning about the villagersτwho they are and how they liveτperhaps we 
can find out more about our neighbors in the real world and the problems our planet may face in the future. 
Ready to enter the global village? Go down into the valley and walk through the gates. Dawn is chasing away the night shadows. The 
smell of wood smoke hangs in the air. A baby awakes and cries. 
Come and meet the people of the global village. 
aŀǘŜǊƛŀƭ ŦǊƻƳ LŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŜǊŜ ŀ ±ƛƭƭŀƎŜΥ ! .ƻƻƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘΩǎ tŜƻǇƭŜ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ōȅ 5ŀǾƛŘ WΦ {ƳƛǘƘ ƛs used by permission of Kids Can 
Press Ltd., Toronto. Text © 2002 David J. Smith. 

Aliki. Ah, Music! New York: Harper Collins, 2005. (2003) 

What is music? 
Music is sound. 
If you hum a tune, play an instrument, or clap out a rhythm, you are making music. You are listening to it, too. 

Music through the Ages 
Music grew from one century to the next. In the early and middle ages, new forms of music developed. Christianity inspired church 
music. Music became polyphonicτplayed and sung in two or more melodic parts. Notations were invented. Music was no longer a 
one-time performance. Now it would be written and preserved for other musicians and generations. 
Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Mark, Jan. The Museum Book: A Guide to Strange and Wonderful Collections. Illustrated by Richard Holland.  

Cambridge, Mass.: Candlewick, 2007. (2007)  

From Chapter One 

{ǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƳǳǎŜǳƳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ  LƳŀƎƛƴŜΥ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŀƛƴƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊōȅ ǿƛǘƘ an open 
ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴΦ  Lǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ DǊŜŜƪ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΦ  ¢ŜƳǇƭŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇΣ ǎƻ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ǝƻ ƛƴ 
quietly. 
.ǳǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǘŜƳǇƭŜ ƻǊ ƳƻǎǉǳŜ ƻǊ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎΣ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜm, but the 
ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜ ƛǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ  tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƘƻǘŜƭΤ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ŦƛŦǘȅ ǊƻƻƳǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ōŜŘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǇƭŜƴŘid bed.  
Apparently Queen Elizabeth I slept in it.  Or perhaps there are fifty beds, but they are all in one room and you caƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ 
them.  There are red velvet ropes to keep you out. 
CŀǊǘƘŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ŀ ǎǘŜŀƳ ƭƻŎƻƳƻǘƛǾŜΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΗ  .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǘǊŀŎƪ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ȅŀǊŘǎ that the 
engine is resting on, and already you have seen something else.  Across the hall is a totem pole that goes right up to the roof, standing 
next to a Viking ship.  Beyond it is a room full of glass cases displaying rocks, more kinds of rocks than you ever knew existed, from 
diamonds to meteorites.   From where you are standing, you can see into the next room, where the glass cases are full of stuffed fish; 
and the next, which is lined with shelves of Roman pottery; and the next, which is crowded with birds; and after that, lions and giraffes 
and pandas and whales. 
It must be a zoo. 
Wǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƘƻ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŘŜŀŘτyou hope.  He is wearing a uniform with a badge on it that reads 
Guide. 
ά9ƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ 
¸ƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǳŦŦΚέ 
ά!ƭƭΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ  ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǳōƭƛŎΦ  5ƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƳƻǊŜΦ  5ƻ 
ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊǎΣ άǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-seven two-ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǎƘŜŜǇΚέ 
ά.ǳǘ ǿƘȅΚέ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪΦ  ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǘǿƻ-headed sheep. 
ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǳǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ  ά!ƴŘ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ  ²ƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƻƴŜΚ  ²ƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ 
be able to see the mummy case of King Tutankhamun, the first plane to fly the Atlantic, the first train engine, the last dodo, a 
diplodocus, the astrolabe of Ahmad of Isfahan (an example of the oldest scientific instrument in the world), chicken-skin gloves, the 
ƭŀƴǘŜǊƴ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ōȅ Dǳȅ CŀǿƪŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ōƭƻǿ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ tŀǊƭƛŀƳŜƴǘ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎΣ ŀ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊΩǎ ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊτΚέ 
ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƳ LΚέ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΦ  ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ 
!ƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƳǳǎŜǳƳΦέ 
THE MUSEUM BOOK. Text Copyright © 2007 Jan Mark. Reproduced by permission of the publisher, Candlewick Press, Somerville, MA. 
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ñFeline Tracksò 

Of all the larger predators, wildcats are the most likely to use the same trails again and again. In deep snow, their habitual routes 
become gully trails in which the feline tracks going to and coming from their hunting grounds are preserved, down out of the wind, 
away from blowing snow. 
! ŎŀǘΩǎ ǎƘŀǊǇ ǊŜǘǊŀŎǘŀōƭŜ Ŏƭŀǿǎ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǎƘƻǿ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ǘǊŀŎƪ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ƭǳƴged to catch its prey or scratched the ground to cover its 
droppings. Only cats thoroughly cover their droppings. 
Bobcat, lion, and jaguar paws all have three-lobed heels. The lynx, the ocelot, and the jaguarondi have single lobedheels. 
The wildcats we have in North America are, from the smallest to the largest: ocelot, jaguarondi, bobcat, lynx, American lion, and 
jaguar. 
CǊƻƳ ²ƛƭŘ ¢ǊŀŎƪǎΗ ! DǳƛŘŜ ǘƻ bŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ CƻƻǘǇǊƛƴǘǎ ϭ нллу ōȅ WƛƳ !ǊƴƻǎƪȅΦ ¦ǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ {ǘŜǊƭƛƴƎ tǳōƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ /ƻΦΣ Lƴc. 

Deedy, Carmen Agra. 14 Cows for America. In collaboration with Wilson Kimeli Naiyomah. Illustrated by 

Thomas Gonzalez. Atlanta: Peachtree, 2009. (2009) 
The remote village waits for a story to be told.  News travels slowly to this corner of Kenya.  As Kimeli nears his village, he watches a 
herd of bull giraffes cross the open grassland.  He smiles.  He has been away a long time. 
A girl sitting under a guava tree sees him first and cries out to the others.  The children run to him with the speed and grace of 
cheetahs.  IŜ ƎǊŜŜǘǎ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŀ ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊΩǎ ōƭŜǎǎƛƴƎΦ 
The rest of the tribe soon surrounds Kimeli. These are his people.  These are the Maasai. 
Once they were feared warriors.  Now they live peaceably as nomadic cattle herders.  They treat their cows as kindly as they do their 
children.  They sign to them.  They give them names.  They shelter the young ones in their homes.  Without the herd, the tribe might 
starve.  To the Maasai, the cow is life. 
άSúpaΦ  IŜƭƭƻΣέ YƛƳŜƭƛ ƘŜŀǊǎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀin.  Everyone wants to greet him.  His eyes find his mother across the enkáng, the ring of huts 
with their roofs of sun-ōŀƪŜŘ ŘǳƴƎΦ  {ƘŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘǎ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ άAakúaΦ  ²ŜƭŎƻƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΦέ  YƛƳŜƭƛ ǎƛƎƘǎΦ  IŜ ƛǎ ƘƻƳŜΦ  
This is sweeter and sadder because he cannot stay.  He must return to the faraway country where he is learning to be a doctor.  He 
thinks of New York then.  He remembers September. 
A child asks if he has brought any stories.  Kimeli nods.  He has brought with him one story.  It has burned a hole in his heart. 
But first he must speak with the elders. 
Later, in a tradition as old as the Maasai, the rest of the tribe gathers under an acacia tree to hear the story.  There is a terrible stillness 
in the air as the tale unfolds.  With growing disbelief, men, women, and children listen.  Buildings so tall they can touch the sky?  Fires 
so hot they can melt iron?  Smoke and dust so thick they can block out the sun? 
The story ends.  More than three thousand souls are lost.  A great silence falls over the Maasai.  Kimeli waits.  He knows his people.  
They are fierce when provoked, but easily moved to kindness when they hear of suffering or injustice. 
!ǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ ŀƴ ŜƭŘŜǊ ǎǇŜŀƪǎΦ  IŜ ƛǎ ǎƘŀƪŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ŀōƻǾŜ ŀƭƭΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǎŀŘΦ  ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚέ  bŜŀǊōȅΣ ŀ Ŏƻǿ ƭƻǿǎΦ  IŜŀŘǎ 
ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜǊŘΦ  ά¢ƻ ǘƘŜ aŀŀǎŀƛΣέ YƛƳŜƭƛ ǎŀȅǎ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ άǘƘŜ Ŏƻǿ ƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 
Turning to the elders, Kimeli offers his only cow, Enkarûs.  He asks for their blessing.  They give it gladly.  But they want to offer 
something more. 
The tribe sends word to the United States Embassy in Nairobi.  In response, the embassy sends a diplomat.  His jeep jounces along the 
dusty, rugged roads.  He is hot and tired.  He thinks he is going to meet with Maasai elders.  He cannot be more wrong. As the jeep 
ƴŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƛǘǎ ǳǇΦ  /ƭŜŀǊƭȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ŘƛǇƭƻƳŀǘƛŎ ǾƛǎƛǘΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎΧ 
Χŀ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅΦ  IǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ aŀŀǎŀƛ ƎǊŜŜǘ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƛƴ Ŧǳƭƭ ǘǊƛōŀƭ ǎǇƭŜƴŘƻǊΦ  !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ōƭƻƻŘ-red tunics and 
spectacular beaded collars, he can only marvel. 
It is a day of sacred ritual.  Young warriors dance, leaping into the air like fish from a stream.  Women sing mournful songs.  Children fill 
their bellies with milk.  Speeches are exchanged.  And now it is time. 
Kimeli and his people gather on a sacred knoll, far from the village.  The only sound is the gentle chiming of cowbells.  The elders chant 
ŀ ōƭŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ aŀŀ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ aŀŀǎŀƛ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻŦ YŜƴȅŀ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΧ 
ΧŦƻǳǊǘŜŜƴ Ŏƻǿǎ ŦƻǊ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦ 
Because there is no nation so powerful it cannot be wounded, nor a people so small they cannot offer mighty comfort. 
Copyright © 2009 by Carmen Agra Deedy. Used by permission. 

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts 
¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǊŜŀŘ !ƭƛƪƛΩǎ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ A Medieval Feast and demonstrate their understanding of all that goes into such an 

event by asking questions pertaining to who, what, where, when, why, and how such a meal happens and by answering 
using key details. [RI.2.1] 

¶ Students describe the reasons behind Joyce MiltoƴΩǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǘǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻŎǘǳǊƴŀƭ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ Bats: Creatures of the Night 
and how she supports the points she is making in the text. [RI.2.8] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǊŜŀŘ {Ŝƭōȅ .ŜŜƭŜǊΩǎ Throw Your Tooth on the Roof: Tooth Traditions Around the World and identify what Beeler 
wants to answer as well as explain the main purpose of the text. [RI.2.6] 

¶ Students determine the meanings of words and phrases ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ {ŀǊŀƘ [Φ ¢ƘƻƳǎƻƴΩǎ Where Do Polar Bears Live?, 
such as cub, den, blubber, and the Arctic. [RI.2.4] 

¶ Students explain how the main idea ǘƘŀǘ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ƘŀŘ άƳŀƴȅ ŦŀŎŜǎέ ƛƴ wǳǎǎŜƭƭ CǊŜŜŘƳŀƴΩǎ Lincoln: A Photobiography is 
supported by key details in the text. [RI.3.2] 



¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǊŜŀŘ wƻōŜǊǘ /ƻƭŜǎΩǎ ǊŜǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ a series of historical events in The Story of Ruby Bridges. Using their knowledge of 
how cause and effect gives order to events, they use specific language to describe the sequence of events that leads to Ruby 
desegregating her school. [RI.3.3] 

¶ Students explain how the specific image of a soap bubble and other accompanying illustrations ƛƴ ²ŀƭǘŜǊ ²ƛŎƪΩǎ A Drop of 
Water: A Book of Science and Wonder contribute to and clarify their understanding of bubbles and water. [RI.2.7] 

¶ Students use text featuresΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ !ƭƛƪƛΩǎ ǘŜȄǘ Ah, Music! to identify relevant 
sections and locate information relevant to a given topic (e.g., rhythm, instruments, harmony) quickly and efficiently. 
[RI.3.5] 

Grades 4 and 5 Text Exemplars 

Stories 

Carroll, Lewis. Aliceôs Adventures in Wonderland. Illustrated by John Tenniel. New York: William Morrow, 

1992. (1865) 

From Chapter 1: ñDown the Rabbit-Holeò 
Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped 
into the book her sister was rŜŀŘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻǊ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ ƛǘΣ ΨŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ōƻƻƪΣΩ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ !ƭƛŎŜ 
ΨǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻǊ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΚΩ  
So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy and stupid), whether the 
pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the trouble of getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with 
pink eyes ran close by her.  
There was nothing so VERY remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so VERY much ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ wŀōōƛǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣ ΨhƘ 
ŘŜŀǊΗ hƘ ŘŜŀǊΗ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ƭŀǘŜΗΩ όǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘǎΣ ƛǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ this, but at 
the time it all seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually TOOK A WATCH OUT OF ITS WAISTCOAT-POCKET, and looked at it, 
and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a 
waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and fortunately was just in 
time to see it pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.  
In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was to get out again.  

Burnett, Frances Hodgson. The Secret Garden. New York: HarperCollins, 1985. (1911) 

From ñThereôs No One Leftò 

When Mary Lennox was sent to Misselthwaite Manor to live with her uncle everybody said she was the most disagreeable-looking 
child ever seen. It was true, too. She had a little thin face and a little thin body, thin light hair and a sour expression. Her hair was 
yellow, and her face was yellow because she had been born in India and had always been ill in one way or another. Her father had held 
a position under the English Government and had always been busy and ill himself, and her mother had been a great beauty who 
cared only to go to parties and amuse herself with gay people. She had not wanted a little girl at all, and when Mary was born she 
handed her over to the care of an Ayah, who was made to understand that if she wished to please the Mem Sahib she must keep the 
child out of sight as much as possible. So when she was a sickly, fretful, ugly little baby she was kept out of the way, and when she 
became a sickly, fretful, toddling thing she was kept out of the way also. She never remembered seeing familiarly anything but the 
dark faces of her Ayah and the other native servants, and as they always obeyed her and gave her her own way in everything, because 
the Mem Sahib would be angry if she was disturbed by her crying, by the time she was six years old she was as tyrannical and selfish a 
little pig as ever lived. The young English governess who came to teach her to read and write disliked her so much that she gave up her 
place in three months, and when other governesses came to try to fill it they always went away in a shorter time than the first one. So 
if Mary had not chosen to really want to know how to read books she would never have learned her letters at all. 
One frightfully hot morning, when she was about nine years old, she awakened feeling very cross, and she became crosser still when 
she saw that the servant who stood by her bedside was not her Ayah. 
ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅΦ {ŜƴŘ Ƴȅ !ȅŀƘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 
The woman looked frightened, but she only stammered that the Ayah could not come and when Mary threw herself into a passion and 
beat and kicked her, she looked only more frightened and repeated that it was not possible for the Ayah to come to Missie Sahib. 
There was something mysterious in the air that morning. Nothing was done in its regular order and several of the native servants 
seemed missing, while those whom Mary saw slunk or hurried about with ashy and scared faces. But no one would tell her anything 
and her Ayah did not come. She was actually left alone as the morning went on, and at last she wandered out into the garden and 
began to play by herself under a tree near the veranda. She pretended that she was making a flower-bed, and she stuck big scarlet 
hibiscus blossoms into little heaps of earth, all the time growing more and more angry and muttering to herself the things she would 
say and the names she would call Saidie when she returned. 

Farley, Walter. The Black Stallion. New York: Random House Books for Young Readers, 2008. (1941) 

From Chapter 1: ñHomeward Boundò 
The tramp steamer Drake plowed away from the coast of India and pushed its blunt prow into the Arabian Sea, homeward bound. 
Slowly it made its way west toward the Gulf of Aden. Its hold was loaded with coffee, rice, tea, oil seeds and jute. Black smoke poured 
from its one stack, darkening the hot cloudless sky. 
Alexander Ramsay, Jr., known to his friends back home in New York City as Alec, leaned over the rail and watched the water slide away 
from the sides of the boat. His red hair blazed redder than ever in the hot sun, his tanned elbows rested heavily on the rail as he 
turned his freckled face back toward the fast-disappearing shore.  



Saint-Exupéry, Antoine de. The Little Prince. Translated by Richard Howard. Orlando: Harcourt, 2000. (1943) 

Babbitt, Natalie. Tuck Everlasting. New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1975. (1975)  

From Chapter 12 

The sky was a ragged blaze of red and pink and orange, and its double trembled on the surface of the pond like color spilled from a 
paintbox. The sun was dropping fast now, a soft red sliding egg yolk, and already to the east there was a darkening to purple. Winnie, 
newly brave with her thoughts of being rescued, climbed boldly into the rowboat. The hard heels of her buttoned boots made a hollow 
banging sound against its wet boards, loud in the warm and breathless quiet. Across the pond a bullfrog spoke a deep note of warning. 
Tuck climbed in, too, pushing off, and, settling the oars into their locks, dipped them into the silty bottom in one strong pull. The 
rowboat slipped from the bank then, silently, and glided out, tall water grasses whispering away from its sides, releasing it. 
Here and there the ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŘƛƳǇƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǊƛƴƎǎ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ƴƻƛǎŜƭŜǎǎƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ άCŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ǳŎƪ 
ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ !ƴŘ ²ƛƴƴƛŜΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǎŀǿ Ƙƻǎǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƛƴȅ ƛƴǎŜŎǘǎ ǎƪƛǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƪŀǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΦ ά.Ŝǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 
άǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘΦέ 
He dragged on the oars. The rowboat slowed and began to drift gently toward the farthest end of the pond. It was so quiet that Winnie 
almost jumped when the bullfrog spoke again. And then, from the tall pines and birches that ringed the pond, a wood thrush caroled. 
The silver notes were pure and clear and lovely. 
άYƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΣ ŀƭƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǳǎΣ ²ƛƴƴƛŜΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ¢ǳŎƪΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƭƻǿΦ ά[ƛŦŜΦ aƻǾƛƴƎΣ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎΣ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘǿƻ Ƴƛnutes 
together. This water, you look out at it ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƛƴΩǘΦ !ƭƭ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƭƻƴƎ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΣ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ 
through the stream back there to the west, slipping out through the stream down east here, always quiet, always new, moving on. You 
ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳΚ !ƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ 
ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜŘŀȅΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴΦέ 

Singer, Isaac Bashevis. ñZlateh the Goat.ò Zlateh the Goat and Other Stories. New York: HarperCollins, 2001. 

(1984) 
The snow fell for three days, though after the first day it was not as thick and the wind quieted down. Sometimes Aaron felt that there 
could never have been a summer that the snow had always fallen, ever since he could remember. He, Aaron, never had a father or 
mother or sisters. He was a snow child, born of the snow, and so was Zlateh. It was so quiet in the hay that his ears rang in the 
stillness. Aaron and Zlateh slept all night and a good part of the dayΦ !ǎ ŦƻǊ !ŀǊƻƴΩǎ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŀǊƳ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ 
dreamed of green fields, trees covered with blossoms, clear brooks, and singing birds. By the third night the snow had stopped, but 
Aaron did not dare to find his way home in the darkness. The sky became clear and the moon shone, casting silvery nets on the snow. 
Aaron dug his way out and looked at the world. It was all white, quiet, dreaming dreams of heavenly splendor. The stars were large 
and close. The moon swam in the sky as in a sea. 

Hamilton, Virginia. M. C. Higgins, the Great. New York: Simon & Schuster, 1999. (1993)  

From Chapter 1 
Mayo Cornelius Higgins raised his arms high to the sky and spread them wide. He glanced furtively around. It was all right. There was 
no one to see him greeting the coming sunrise. But the motion of his arms caused a flutter of lettuce leaves he had bound to his wrists 
with rubber bands. Like bracelets of green feathers, the leaves commenced to wave. M. C., as he was called, felt warm, moist air 
surround him. Humidity trapped in the hills clung to the mountainside as the night passed on. In seconds, his skin grew clammy. But he 
paid no attention to the oppressive heat with its odors of summer growth and decay. For he was staring out over a grand sweep of hill, 
whose rolling outlines grew clearer by the minute. As he stood on the gallery of his home, the outcropping on which he lived on the 
mountainside seemed to fade out from under him. 
LΩƳ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƳƛŘŀƛǊΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 
He saw dim light touch clouds clustered behind the eastern hills. 
Bounce the sun beside me if I want. 
All others of his family were still asleep in the house. To be by himself in the perfect quiet was reason enough for him to wake up way 
early. Alone for half an hour, he could believe he had been chosen to remain forever suspended, facing the hills. He could pretend 
there was nothing terrible behind him, above his head. Arms outstretched, pictureframed by pine uprights supporting the gallery roof, 
he was M.C. Higgins, higher than everything. 

Erdrich, Louise. The Birchbark House. New York: Hyperion, 1999. (1999)  

From Chapter 1: ñThe Birchbark Houseò 

She was named Omakayas, or Little Frog, because her first step was a hop. She grew into a nimble young girl of seven winters, a 
thoughtful girl with shiƴƛƴƎ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǿƛŘŜ ƎǊƛƴΣ ƻƴƭȅ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ǘƻǇ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇǇŜǊ ƭƛǇΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
used to those teeth gone, and was impatient for new, grown-up teeth to complete her smile.  
Just like her namesake, Omakayas now stared long at a silky patch of bog before she gathered herself and jumped. One hummock. 
Safety. Omaykayas sprang wide again. This time she landed on the very tip-top of a pointed old stump. She balanced there, looking all 
around. The lagoon water moved in sparkling crescents. Thick swales of swamp grass rippled. Mud turtles napped in the sun. The 
world was so calm that Omakayas could hear herself blink. Only the sweet call of a solitary white-throated sparrow pierced the cool of 
the woods beyond. 
All of a sudden Grandma yelled. 
άL ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΗέ 
Startled, Omakayas slipped and spun her arms in wheels. She teetered, but somehow kept her balance. Two big, skipping hops, 
another leap, and she was on dry land. She stepped over spongy leaves and moss, into the woods where the sparrows sang nesting 
ǎƻƴƎǎ ƛƴ ŘŜƭƛŎŀǘŜ ǊŜƭŀȅǎΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ bƻƪƻƳƛǎ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜΗέ 
άLΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΣέ hƳŀƪŀȅŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ 
It was spring, time to cut Birchbark. 



Curtis, Christopher Paul. Bud, Not Buddy. New York: Delacorte Books for Young Readers, 1999. (1999) 

(Also listed as a read-aloud narrative for grades 2 and 3)  

From Chapter 1 

Here we go again. We were all standing in line waiting for breakfast when one of the caseworkers came in and tap tap-tapped down 
the line. Uh-oh, ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ōŀŘ ƴŜǿǎΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǇŀŘŘƭŜŘΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
kids watched the woman as she moved along the line, her high-heeled shoes sounding like little fire-crackers going off on the wooden 
floor. 
SƘƻƻǘΗ {ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ .ǳŘŘȅ /ŀƭŘǿŜƭƭΚέ 
L ǎŀƛŘΣ άLǘΩǎ .ǳŘΣ ƴƻǘ .ǳŘŘȅΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΦέ 
{ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ WŜǊǊȅΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜǊ ōƻȅǎΣ ƻǾŜǊΦ ά!ǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻu Jerry 
/ƭŀǊƪΚέ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ 
ά.ƻȅǎΣ good news! Now that the school year has ended, you both have been accepted in new temporary-care homes starting this 
ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΗέ 
WŜǊǊȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ά¢ƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΚέ 
{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻΣ WŜǊǊȅΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōȅ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭǎΧέ 
WŜǊǊȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǇ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŀ Ǉƻǘ ƻŦ ōƻƛƭƛƴƎ ƳƛƭƪΦ 
άΧŀƴŘ .ǳŘΧέ {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎΦ άhƘΣ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ !ƳƻǎŜǎΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ aǊΦ ŀƴŘ aǊǎΦ !Ƴƻǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƻƴΣ 
ǿƘƻΩǎ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƘƛƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΣ .ǳŘΚέ ά¸ŜǎΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΦέ 
{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōƻǘƘ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǇǇȅΦέ 
Me and Jerry looked at each other. 
¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻǿΣ ƴƻǿΣ ōƻȅǎΣ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻ ƎƭǳƳΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ Ƨƻōǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅΣ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƭǳŎky enough to 
ŦƛƴŘ ǘǿƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ǿƘƻΩǾŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƻƻǊǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǿ ƻǳǊ ƴŜǿ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ 
ǾŜǊȅΧέ 
She dragged out the word very, waiting for us to finish her sentence for her. 
WŜǊǊȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά/ƘŜŜǊŦǳƭΣ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭΦέ L ƳƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ 

Lin, Grace. Where the Mountain Meets the Moon. New York: Little, Brown, 2009. (2009)  

From Chapter 1 

Far away from here, following the Jade River, there was once a black mountain that cut into the sky like a jagged piece of rough metal. 
The villagers called it Fruitless Mountain because nothing grew on it and birds and animals did not rest there. 
Crowded in the corner of where Fruitless Mountain and the Jade River met was a village that was a shade of faded brown. This was 
because the land around the village was hard and poor. To coax rice out of the stubborn land, the field had to be flooded with water. 
The villagers had to tramp in the mud, bending and stooping and planting day after day. Working in the mud so much made it spread 
everywhere and the hot sun dried it onto their clothes and hair and homes. Over time, everything in the village had become the dull 
color of dried mud. 
One of the houses in this village was so small that its wood boards, held together by the roof, made one think of a bunch of matches 
tied with a piece of twine. Inside, there was barely enough room for three people to sit around the tableτwhich was lucky because 
only three people lived there. One of them was a young girl called Minli. 
Minli was not brown and dull like the rest of the village. She had glossy black hair with pink cheeks, shining eyes always eager for 
adventure, and a fast smile that flashed from her face. When people saw her lively and impulsive spirit, they thought her name, which 
ƳŜŀƴǘ ǉǳƛŎƪ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ǎǳƛǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿŜƭƭΦ ά¢ƻƻ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ŀǎ aƛƴƭƛ ƘŀŘ ŀ Ƙŀōƛǘ ƻŦ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŀŎǘƛƴg as well. 

Poetry 

Blake, William. ñThe Echoing Green.ò Songs of Innocence. New York: Dover, 1971. (1789) 

The sun does arise, 
And make happy the skies; 
The merry bells ring 
To welcome the Spring; 
The skylark and thrush, 
The birds of the bush, 
Sing louder around 
¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƭǎΩ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭ ǎƻǳƴŘΤ  
While our sports shall be seen  
On the echoing green. 
Old John, with white hair, 
Does laugh away care,  
Sitting under the oak,  
Among the old folk. 
They laugh at our play, 
And soon they all say, 
Ψ{ǳŎƘΣ ǎǳŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻȅǎ 
When we allτgirls and boysτ  
In our youth-time were seen  
hƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŎƘƻƛƴƎ ƎǊŜŜƴΦΩ 



Till the little ones, weary, No more can be merry: The sun does descend,  
And our sports have an end. 
Round the laps of their mothers 
Many sisters and brothers, 
Like birds in their nest, 
Are ready for rest,  
And sport no more seen On the darkening green. 

Lazarus, Emma. ñThe New Colossus.ò Favorite Poems Old and New. Edited by Helen Ferris. New York: 

Doubleday, 1957. (1883) 
Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame 
With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand 
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command  
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 
άYŜŜǇΣ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƭŀƴŘǎΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǊƛŜŘ ǇƻƳǇΗέ ŎǊƛŜǎ ǎƘŜ 
²ƛǘƘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ƭƛǇǎΦ άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛǊŜŘΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻƻǊΣ ¸ƻǳǊ ƘǳŘŘƭŜŘ ƳŀǎǎŜǎ ȅŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜΣ ¢ƘŜ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘeeming 
shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed to me, 
L ƭƛŦǘ Ƴȅ ƭŀƳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŘƻƻǊΗέ 
aŜŘƛŀ ¢ŜȄǘΣ tƘƻǘƻǎΣ ƳǳƭǘƛƳŜŘƛŀΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǾƛǊǘǳŀƭ ǘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǘǳŜ ƻŦ [ƛōŜǊǘȅΣ ƘƻǎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ tŀǊƪǎ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜΩǎ ²Ŝō ǎƛǘŜΥ http:// 
www.nps.gov/stli/photosmultimedia/index.htm 

Thayer, Ernest Lawrence. ñCasey at the Bat.ò Favorite Poems Old and New. Edited by Helen Ferris. New 

York: Doubleday, 1957. (1888) 
¢ƘŜ ƻǳǘƭƻƻƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ aǳŘǾƛƭƭŜ ƴƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΤ   
The score stood four to two with but one inning more to play.  And then when Cooney died at first, and Barrows did the same,  
 A sickly silence fell upon the patrons of the game.  
A straggling few got up to go in deep despair. The rest   
Clung to that hope which springs eternal in the human breast;  They thought if only Casey could but get a whack at thatς  ²ŜΩŘ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇ 
even money now with Casey at the bat.  
But Flynn preceded Casey, as did also Jimmy Blake,   
And the former was a lulu and the latter was a cake;   
So upon that stricken multitude grim melancholy sat,   
For there ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ōǳǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ /ŀǎŜȅΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘΦ  
But Flynn let drive a single, to the wonderment of all,   
And Blake, the much despised, tore the cover off the ball;   
And when the dust had lifted, and the men saw what had occurred,   
There was Johnnie safe at second and Flynn a-hugging third.  
Then from 5,000 throats and more there rose a lusty yell;   
It rumbled through the valley, it rattled in the dell;   
It knocked upon the mountain and recoiled upon the flat,   
For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat.  
¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŜŀǎŜ ƛƴ /ŀǎŜȅΩǎ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΤ   
¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƛŘŜ ƛƴ /ŀǎŜȅΩǎ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ /ŀǎŜȅΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ  !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴΣ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǊǎΣ ƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŘƻŦŦŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ƙŀt,   
bƻ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻǳōǘ Ψǘǿas Casey at the bat.  
Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt;   
Five thousand tongues applauded when he wiped them on his shirt.  Then while the writhing pitcher ground the ball into his hip,   
5ŜŦƛŀƴŎŜ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ /ŀǎŜȅΩǎ ŜȅŜΣ ŀ ǎƴŜŜǊ ŎǳǊƭŜŘ /ŀǎŜȅΩǎ ƭƛǇΦ  
And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling through the air,   
And Casey stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur there.  Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded spedς   
ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ǎǘȅƭŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ŀǎŜȅΦ ά{ǘǊƛƪŜ ƻƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ umpire said.  
From the benches, black with people, there went up a muffled roar,   
Like the beating of the storm-ǿŀǾŜǎ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǘŜǊƴ ŀƴŘ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ǎƘƻǊŜΦ  άYƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΗ Yƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǳƳǇƛǊŜΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƴŘΤ   
!ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƘŀŘ ƴot Casey raised his hand.  
²ƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻŦ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŎƘŀǊƛǘȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ /ŀǎŜȅΩǎ ǾƛǎŀƎŜ ǎƘƻƴŜΤ   
He stilled the rising tumult; he bade the game go on;   
He signaled to the pitcher, and once more the sphereoid flew;   
But Casey still ignored it, and the umpire saƛŘΣ ά{ǘǊƛƪŜ ǘǿƻΦέ  
άCǊŀǳŘΗέ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŘŘŜƴŜŘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŜŎƘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŦǊŀǳŘΤ   
But one scornful look from Casey and the audience was awed.  They saw his face grow stern and cold, they saw his muscles strain,   
!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ /ŀǎŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘat ball go by again.  
¢ƘŜ ǎƴŜŜǊ ƛǎ ƎƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ /ŀǎŜȅΩǎ ƭƛǇΣ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŀǊŜ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŀǘŜΤ   
He pounds with cruel violence his bat upon the plate.  And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets it go,   



And now the air is shattered by the force of CasŜȅΩǎ ōƭƻǿΦ  
Oh, somewhere in this favored land the sun is shining bright;   
The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere hearts are light,   
And somewhere men are laughing, and somewhere children shout;  But there is no joy in Mudvilleςmighty Casey has struck out.  

Dickinson, Emily. ñA Bird Came Down the Walk.ò The Compete Poems of Emily Dickinson. Boston: Little, 

Brown, 1960. (1893) 
A Bird came down the walkτ 
He did not know I saw;  
He bit an angleworm in halves   
And ate the fellow, raw.  
And then he drank a dew   
From a convenient grass,  
And then hopped sidewise to the wall   
To let a beetle pass. 
He glanced with rapid eyes   
That hurried all abroadτ   
They looked like frightened beads, I thoughtτ   
He stirred his velvet head τ 
Like one in danger; cautious,   
I offered him a crumb,   
And he unrolled his feathers   
And rowed him softer home  
Than oars divide the ocean,   
Too silver for a seam,  
Or butterflies, off banks of noon, Leap, plashless, as they swim. 

Sandburg, Carl. ñFog.ò Chicago Poems. New York: Henry Holt, 1916. (1916) 
The fog comes  
on little cat feet. 
It sits looking over harbor and city on silent haunches and then moves on. 

Frost, Robert. ñDust of Snow.ò The Poetry of Robert Frost: The Collected Poems, Complete and Unabridged. 

New York: Henry Holt, 1969. (1923) 

Dahl, Roald. ñLittle Red Riding Hood and the Wolf.ò Roald Dahlôs Revolting Rhymes. New York: Knopf, 2002. 

(1982) 

Nichols, Grace. ñThey Were My People.ò Come On Into My Tropical Garden. New York: HarperCollins, 1990. 

(1988) 

Mora, Pat. ñWords Free As Confetti.ò Confetti: Poems for Children. Illustrated by Enrique O. Sanchez. New 

York: Lee and Low, 1999. (1996) 
Come, words, come in your every color. 
LΩƭƭ ǘƻǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǎǘƻǊƳ ƻǊ ōǊŜŜȊŜΦ 
LΩƭƭ ǎŀȅΣ ǎŀȅΣ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳΣ 
Taste you sweet as plump plums, 
biǘǘŜǊ ŀǎ ƻƭŘ ƭŜƳƻƴǎΣ LΩƭƭ ǎƴƛŦŦ ȅƻǳΣ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ǿŀǊƳ ŀǎ ŀƭƳƻƴŘǎ ƻǊ ǘŀǊǘ ŀǎ ŀǇǇƭŜ-red, feel you green and soft as new grass, lightweight as 
dandelion plumes, or thorngray as cactus, heavy as black cement, cold blue as icicles, warm as abuelitaΩǎ ȅŜƭƭƻǿƭŀǇΦ LΩƭƭ hear you, 
ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ƭƻǳŘ ŀǎ ǎŜŀǊƻŀǊΩǎ 
Purple crash, hushed as gatitos curled in sleep, as the last goldlullaby. 
LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘŀǊƪ ŀǎ ǘǳƴƴŜƭǎΣ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǊŀƛƴōƻǿǎΣ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭ ŀǎ ŎƘŜǎǘƴǳǘǿƛƴŘΦ 
LΩƭƭ ǿŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳΣ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ǊƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛƴΦ LΩƭƭ ǎŀȅΣ ǎŀȅΣ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΣ ƛƴ {ǇŀƴƛǎƘΣ LΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΦ 
Hold you. 
Toss you. 
LΩƳ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻƻΦ 
I say yo soy libre, I am free free, free, free as confetti. 
Words Free As Confetti from the book Confetti, Poems For Children text copyright © 1996 by Pat Mora. Permission arranged with Lee & 
Low Books Inc, New York, NY 10016. 

Sample Performance Tasks for Stories and Poetry   
¶ Students make connections between the visual presentation ƻŦ WƻƘƴ ¢ŜƴƴƛŜƭΩǎ ƛƭƭǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ in [Ŝǿƛǎ /ŀǊǊƻƭƭΩǎ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ 

Adventures in Wonderland and the text of the story to identify how the pictures of Alice reflect specific descriptions of her in 
the text. [RL.4.7] 

¶ Students explain the selfish behavior by Mary and make inferences regarding the impact of the cholera outbreak in Frances 
IƻŘƎǎƻƴ .ǳǊƴŜǘǘΩǎ The Secret Garden by explicitly referring to details and examples from the text. [RL.4.1] 

¶ Students describe how the ƴŀǊǊŀǘƻǊΩǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ǾƛŜǿ ƛƴ ²ŀƭǘŜǊ CŀǊƭŜȅΩǎ The Black Stallion influences how events are described 
and how the reader perceives the character of Alexander Ramsay, Jr. [RL.5.6] 



¶ Students summarize the plot of Antoine de Saint-9ȄǳǇŞǊȅΩǎ The Little Prince and then reflect on the challenges facing the 
characters in the story while employing those and other details in the text to discuss the value of inquisitiveness and 
exploration as a theme of the story. [RL.5.2] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǊŜŀŘ bŀǘŀƭƛŜ .ŀōōƛǘǘΩǎ Tuck Everlasting and describe in depth the idyllic setting of the story, drawing on specific 
details in the text, from the color of the sky to the sounds of the pond, to describe the scene. [RL.4.3] 

¶ Students compare and contrast coming-of-age stories by Christopher Paul Curtis (Bud, Not Buddy) and Louise Erdrich (The 
Birchbark House) by identifying similar themes ŀƴŘ ŜȄŀƳƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΩ approach to the topic of growing up. [RL.5.9] 

¶ Students refer to the structural elements (e.g., verse, rhythm, meter) of 9ǊƴŜǎǘ [ŀǿǊŜƴŎŜ ¢ƘŀȅŜǊΩǎ ά/ŀǎŜȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ .ŀǘέ ǿƘŜƴ 
analyzing the poem and contrasting the impact and differences of those elements to a prose summary of the poem. [RL.4.5] 

¶ Students determine the meaning of the metaphor ƻŦ ŀ Ŏŀǘ ƛƴ /ŀǊƭ {ŀƴŘōǳǊƎΩǎ ǇƻŜƳ άCƻƎέ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘǊŀǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ figurative 
language to the meaning of the simile ƛƴ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ .ƭŀƪŜΩǎ ά¢ƘŜ 9ŎƘƻƛƴƎ DǊŜŜƴΦέ ώw[ΦрΦпϐ 

Informational Texts 

Berger, Melvin. Discovering Mars: The Amazing Story of the Red Planet. New York: Scholastic, 1992. (1992) 

Mars is very cold and very dry. Scattered across the surface are many giant volcanoes. Lava covers much of the land. 
Lƴ aŀǊǎΩ ƴƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ ƘŀƭŦΣ ƻǊ ƘŜƳƛǎǇƘŜǊŜΣ ƛǎ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ŀrea. It is about 2,500 miles wide. Astronomers call this the Great Tharsis Bulge. 
There are four mammoth volcanoes on the Great Tharsis Bulge. The largest one is Mount Olympus, or Olympus Mons. It is the biggest 
mountain on Mars. Some think it may be the largest mountain in the entire solar system. 
aƻǳƴǘ hƭȅƳǇǳǎ ƛǎ мр ƳƛƭŜǎ ƘƛƎƘΦ !ǘ ƛǘǎ ǇŜŀƪ ƛǎ ŀ рл ƳƛƭŜ ǿƛŘŜ ōŀǎƛƴΦ Lǘǎ ōŀǎŜ ƛǎ отр ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ ǘƘe state of 
Texas! 
Mauna Loa, in Hawaii, is the largest volcano on earth. Yet, compared to Mount Olympus, Mauna Loa looks like a little hill. The 
Hawaiian volcano is only 5½ miles high. Its base, on the bottom of the Pacific Ocean, is just 124 miles wide. 
Each of the three other volcanoes in the Great Tharsis Bulge are over 10 miles high. They are named Arsia Mons, Pavonis Mons, and 
Ascraeus Mons. 
Media Text  
b!{!Ωǎ ƛƭƭǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ŦŀŎǘ ǎƘŜŜǘ ƻƴ aŀǊǎΥ ƘǘǘǇΥκκǿǿǿΦƴŀǎŀΦƎƻǾκǿƻǊƭŘōƻƻƪκƳŀǊǎψǿƻǊƭŘōƻƻƪΦƘǘƳƭ 

Carlisle, Madelyn Wood. Letôs Investigate Marvelously Meaningful Maps. Hauppauge, New York: Barrons, 

1992. (1992) 

Lauber, Patricia. Hurricanes: Earthôs Mightiest Storms. New York: Scholastic, 1996. (1996) 

From ñThe Making of a Hurricaneò 

Great whirling storms roar out of the oceans in many parts of the world. They are called by several namesτhurricane, typhoon, and 
cyclone are the three most familiar ones. But no matter what they are called, they are all the same sort of storm. They are born in the 
same way, in tropical waters. They develop the same way, feeding on warm, moist air. And they do the same kind of damage, both 
ashore and at sea. Other storms may cover a bigger area or have higher winds, but none can match both the size and the fury of 
ƘǳǊǊƛŎŀƴŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŜŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƳƛƎƘǘƛŜǎǘ ǎǘƻǊƳǎΦ 
Like all storms, they take place in the atmosphere, the envelope of air that surrounds the earth and presses on its surface. The 
pressure at any one place is always changing. There are days when air is sinking and the atmosphere presses harder on the surface. 
These are the times of high pressure. There are days when a lot of air is rising and the atmosphere does not press down as hard. These 
are times of low pressure. Low-pressure areas over warm oceans give birth to hurricanes. 
CǊƻƳΥ I¦wwL/!b9{Υ 9!w¢IΩ{ aLDI¢L9{¢ {¢hwa{ ōȅ tŀǘǊƛŎƛŀ [ŀǳōŜǊΦ /ƻǇȅǊƛƎƘǘ ϭ мффс ōȅ tŀǘǊƛŎia Lauber. Used by permission of 
Scholastic, Inc. 

Otfinoski, Steve. The Kidôs Guide to Money: Earning It, Saving It, Spending It, Growing It, Sharing It. New 

York: Scholastic, 1996. (1996) 

Wulffson, Don. Toys!: Amazing Stories Behind Some Great Inventions. New York: Henry Holt, 2000. (2000) 

Schleichert, Elizabeth. ñGood Pet, Bad Pet.ò Ranger Rick June 2002. (2002) 

Kavash, E. Barrie. ñAncient Mound Builders.ò Cobblestone October 2003. (2003) 

Koscielniak, Bruce. About Time: A First Look at Time and Clocks. Orlando: Houghton Mifflin, 2004. (2004) 

Sometime around 1440, the spring-powered clock was invented. Instead of depending on the pull of weights for power, this type of 
clock used a flat metal spring wound tightly into a coil. The escapement allowed the spring to unwind by turning one gear tooth at a 
time. With the use of a spring, smaller, truly portable clocks could be made. 
The first well-ƪƴƻǿƴ ǿŀǘŎƘŜǎΣ ƳŀŘŜ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ мрмл ōȅ tŜǘŜǊ IŜƴƭŜƛƴΣ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ƴŀƳŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ƻǊ άǿŀǘŎƘƳŜƴέ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ 
small clocks to keep track of how long to stay at a particular duty post. 
Many different skills went into making a clock, and new tools and methods were constantly being invented to make ever smaller, more 
complicated mechanisms that worked with greater precision. 
Founders melted and poured metal into a mold to make clock parts. 
Spring makers hand-forged (heated and pounded into shape) and polished steel clock springs. 
Screw makers cut screws used to fasten clocks together by using a small lathe devised by a German clockmaker in 1480. Earlier, only 
wedges or pegs were used. 
Gear-tooth cutting had been done by hand until the mid-1500s, when Giannelo Torriano of Cremona, Italy, invented a machine that 
could cut perfect gear teeth. Brass replaced iron for clock making. 
Engravers, gilders, and enamellers decorated clock cases and dials. 
Glass -making shops made and cut glass. 
Woodworkers made clock cases. 



Excerpt from ABOUT TIME: A First Look at Time and Clocks by Bruce Koscielniak. Copyright © 2004 by Bruce Koscielniak. Used by 
permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

Banting, Erinn. England the Land. New York: Crabtree, 2004. (2004)  

From ñLiving Fencesò 

Low fences, some of which are thousands of years old, divide much of EnglandΩǎ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅǎƛŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ŦŜƴŎŜǎΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜŘƎŜǊƻǿǎΣ ǿŜǊŜ Ŧƛǎǘ 
build by the Anglo-Saxons, a group of warriors from Germany and Scandinavia who arrived in England around 410 A.D. As they gained 
control of sections of land, they protected their property with walls made from wooden stakes and spiny plants. Dead hedgerows, as 
these fences were called, were eventually replaced by fences made from live bushes and trees. 
Recently, people building large farms and homes in the countryside have destroyed many live hedgerows. Other people are working to 
save the hedgerows, which are home to a variety of wildlife, including birds, butterflies, hedgehogs, and hares. 

Hakim, Joy. A History of US. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2005. (2005) 

From Book 1: The First Americans, Prehistory to 1600 

Chapter 7: ñThe Show-Offsò 

Lƴ ŎŀǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎƻǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ-and-ǎǇŀŎŜ ŎŀǇǎǳƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōŀōȅ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ мл ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŜ 
controls yourself. So get going; we want to head northwest, to the very edge of the land, to the region that will be the states of 
Washington and Oregon. The time? We were in the 13th ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΤ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘǊȅ ǘƘŜ мпth century for this visit. 
Life is easy for the Indians here in the Northwest near the great ocean. They are affluent (it ƳŜŀƴǎ άǿŜŀƭǘƘȅέύ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴǎΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜ 
world is bountiful: the rivers hold salmon and sturgeon; the ocean is full of seals, whales, fish, and shellfish; the woods are swarming 
with game animals. And there are berries and nuts and wild roots to be gathereŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŦŀǊƳŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŀǊƳΦ 
Those Americans go to sea in giant canoes; some are 60 feet long. (How long is your bedroom? Your schoolroom?) Using stone tools 
and fire, Indians of the Northwest cut down gigantic fir trees and hollow out the logs to make their boats. The trees tower 200 feet and 
are 10 feet across at the base. There are so many of them, so close together, with a tangle of undergrowth, that it is sometimes hard 
for hunters to get through the forest. Tall as these trees are, there are not as big as the redwoods that grow in a vast forest to the 
south (in the land that will become California). 
Media Text  
ά!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ LƴŘƛŀƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ tŀŎƛŦƛŎ bƻǊǘƘǿŜǎǘ /ƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴΣέ ŀ ŘƛƎƛǘŀƭ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜ ƻŦ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘǎ ƘƻǎǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ of 
Washington: http://content.lib.washington.edu/aipnw/ 

Ruurs, Margriet. My Librarian Is a Camel: How Books Are Brought to Children Around the World. Honesdale, 

Penn.: Boyds Mills Press, 2005. (2005)  

From ñPeruò 

Children in Peru can receive their book in several different, innovative ways. 
CEDILI-IBBY Peru is an institution that delivers books in bags to families in Lima. Each bag contains twenty books, which families can 
keep for a month. The books come in four different reading levels so that children really learn how to read. This project in Spanish is 
called El Libro Compartido en Familia and enables parents to share the joy of books with their children. 
In small, rural communities, books are delivered in wooden suitcases and plastic bags. These suitcases and bags contain books that the 
community can keep and share for the next three months. The number of books in each suitcase depends on the size of the 
community. There are no library buildings in these small towns, and people gather outside, in the plaza, to see books they can check 
ƻǳǘΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻŀǎǘŀƭ ǊŜƎƛƻƴǎΣ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ŘƻƴƪŜȅ ŎŀǊǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƻǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƳƻǘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻƳe. 
In the ancient city of Cajamarca, reading promoters from various rural areas select and receive a large collection of books for their 
area. The program is called Aspaderuc. The reading promoter lends these books to his or her neighbors, and after three months, a new 
selection of books goes out to each area. Books in this system are for children and adults. 
!ƴŘ ƭŀǎǘ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ CŜ ¸ !ƭŜƎǊƛŀ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ŀ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ōƻƻƪǎ ǘƻ ǊǳǊŀƭ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǊŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǎŎƘool to school 
by wagon. The children, who are excited about browsing through the books when they arrive, are turning into avid readers. 

Simon, Seymour. Horses. New York: HarperCollins, 2006. (2006) 
Horses move in four natural ways, called gaits or paces. They walk, trot, canter, and gallop. The walk is the slowest gait and the gallop 
is the fastest. 
When a horse walks, each hoof leaves the ground at a different time. It moves one hind leg first, and then the front leg on the same 
side; then the other hind leg and the other front leg. When a horse walks, its body swings gently with each stride. 
When a horse trots, its legs move in pairs, left front leg with right hind leg, and right front leg with left hind leg. When a horse canters, 
the hind legs and one front leg move together, and then the hind legs and the other foreleg move together. 
The gallop is like a much faster walk, where each hoof hits the ground one after another. When a horse gallops, all four of its hooves 
may be flying off the ground at the same time. 
Horses are usually described by their coat colors and by the white markings on their faces, bodies, legs, and hooves. 
Brown horses range in color from dark brown bays and chestnuts to golden browns, such as palominos, and lighter browns such as 
roans and duns. 
Partly colored horses are called pintos or paints. Colorless, pure-white horsesτalbinosτare rare. Most horses that look white are 
actually gray. 
Skewbalds have brown-and-white patches. Piebalds have black and white patches. Spotteds have dark spots on a white coat or white 
spots on a dark coat. 
Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 



Montgomery, Sy. Quest for the Tree Kangaroo: An Expedition to the Cloud Forest of New Guinea. Orlando:  

Houghton Mifflin, 2006. (2006) 

From ñMarsupial Maniaò 

{ǘǳŀǊǘ [ƛǘǘƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƳƻǳǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ōƛƎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ōŀōȅ ƳŀǊǎǳǇƛŀƭǎΦ aŀǊǎǳǇƛŀƭǎ όάƳŀǊ-SOUP-ee-ǳƭȊέύ ŀǊŜ ǎǇŜŎial kinds of 
mammals. Even the biggest ones give birth to babies that are incredibly small. A two-hundred-pound six-foot mother kangaroo, for 
ƛƴǎǘŀƴŎŜΣ ƎƛǾŜǎ ōƛǊǘƘ ǘƻ ŀ ōŀōȅ ŀǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƛƳŀ ōŜŀƴΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƳŀǊǎǳǇƛŀƭǎ ƳŀǊǎǳǇƛŀƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ōŀōƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ born so tiny that in 
ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƻǳŎƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘǳƳƳȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻǳŎƘ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ ƳŀǊǎǳǇƛǳƳΦ ό5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƻƴe?) 
! ōŀōȅ ƳŀǊǎǳǇƛŀƭ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿŀǊƳ Ƴƻƛǎǘ ǇƻǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ǎǳŎƪǎ Ƴƛƭƪ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƴƛǇple like other baby 
ƳŀƳƳŀƭǎΦ hƴŜ Řŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ōƛƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǇƻƪŜ ƛǘǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ 9ǳǊƻǇŜŀƴ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ǎŀǿ ƪŀƴƎŀǊƻƻǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎt time 
in Australia reported they had discovered a two-headed animalτwith one head on the neck and another in the belly. 
North America has only one marsupial. You may have seen it: The Virginia opossum actually lives in most of the United States, not just 
Virginia. South America also has marsupials. But most marsupials live in or near Australia. They include the koala (which is not a bear), 
ǘǿƻ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǿƻƳōŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƻǘƘȅ ōƭŀŎƪ ¢ŀǎƳŀƴƛŀ ŘŜǾƛƭΣ ŦƻǳǊ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ƻŦ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ άƴŀǘƛǾŜ Ŏŀǘǎέ όǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ not cats 
at all), and many others. 
The most famous marsupials, however, are the kangaroos. All kangaroos hopτsome of them six feet high and faster than forty miles 
an hour. More than fifty different species of kangaroo hop around on the groundτfrom the big red kangaroo to the musky rat 
kangaroo. 
Excerpt from QUEST FOR THE TREE KANGAROO: An Expedition to the Cloud Forest of New Guinea by Sy Montgomery. Text Copyright © 
2006 by Sy Montgomery. Used by Permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

Simon, Seymour. Volcanoes. New York: HarperCollins, 2006. (2006) 
In early times, no one knew how volcanoes formed or why they spouted red-hot molten rock. In modern times, scientists began to 
ǎǘǳŘȅ ǾƻƭŎŀƴƻŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ŀ ǾƻƭŎŀƴƻ ǿƻǊƪǎΦ 
Our planet is made up of many layers of rock. The top layers of solid rock are called the crust. Deep beneath the crust is the mantle, 
where it is so hot that some rock melts. The melted, or molten, rock is called magma. 
±ƻƭŎŀƴƻŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƳŀƎƳŀ ǇǳǎƘŜǎ ƛǘǎ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀŎƪ ƛƴ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ crust. This is called a volcanic eruption. When 
magma pours forth on the surface, it is called lava. 
Text Copyright © 1998 by Seymour Simon. Used by permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Nelson, Kadir. We Are the Ship: The Story of Negro League Baseball. New York: Jump at the Sun, 2008. 

(2008)  

From ñ4th Inning: Racket Ball: Negro League Ownersò 

aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘŜŀƳǎΦ .ŀǎŜōŀƭƭ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ Ƙƻōōȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƭƭŜƎŀƭ Ƴoney 
look good. To save money, each team would only carry fifteen or sixteen players. The major league teams each carried about twenty-
ŦƛǾŜΦ !ǾŜǊŀƎŜ ǎŀƭŀǊȅ ŦƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ǇƭŀȅŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ Ϸмнр ǇŜǊ ƳƻƴǘƘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ΨопΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ Ϸрлл-$800 during the forties, 
though there were some who mŀŘŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ {ŀǘŎƘŜƭ tŀƛƎŜ ŀƴŘ WƻǎƘ DƛōǎƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀǾŜǊŀƎŜ ƳŀƧƻǊ ƭŜŀƎǳŜ ǇƭŀȅŜǊΩǎ ǎŀƭŀǊȅ 
back then was $7,000 per month. We also got around fifty cents to a dollar per day for food allowance. Back then you could get a 
decent meal for about twenty-five cents to seventy-five cents. 
{ƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊŜŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇƭŀȅŜǊǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ 5ƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻǊ ƻƴ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƧǳƳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘŜŀm to 
team. Other owners would offer us more money, and we would leave our teams and go play for them. We were some of the first 
unrestricted free agents. 
There were, however, a few owners who did know how to treat their ballplayers. Cum Posey was one of them. He always took care of 
his ballplayers, put them in the best hotels, and paid them well and on time. Buck Leonard said Posey never missed a payday in the 
seventeen years he played for the Grays. 

Cutler, Nellie Gonzalez. ñKenyaôs Long Dry Season.ò Time for Kids September 25, 2009. (2009) 

Hall, Leslie. ñSeeing Eye to Eye.ò National Geographic Explorer September 2009. (2009) 

A hungry falcon soars high above Earth. Its sharp eyes scan the ground. Suddenly, it spies something moving in the grass. The falcon 
dives toward it. 
Far below, a gray field mouse scurries through the grass. Its dark, beady eyes search constantly for danger. With eyes on either side of 
its head, the mouse can see almost everything around it. 
Will the mouse see the falcon in time to escape? Or, will the speedy falcon catch the prey it spied from far above? Whatever happens, 
one thing is clear: Without eyes, neither animal has a good chance. 
Why? Eyes help many animals make sense of the world around them - and survive. Eyes can guide the falcon to dinner or help the 
mouse see a perfect place to hide. 
Animal eyes come in many different shapes, sizes, colors, and even numbers. Yet they do the same job. They all catch light. With help 
from the brain, eyes turn light into sight. 
Eyes work in the same way for people. Look at this page. You may think you see words and pictures. Believe iǘ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ !ƭƭ ȅƻǳ 
see is light bouncing off the page. How is this possible? The secret is in the rules of light. 

Light Rules 

Light is a form of energy, like heat or sound. It can come from a natural source, like the sun, or artificial sources, like a lamp or a 
flashlight. 
Light is the fastest known thing. It travels in waves and in nearly straight lines. In air, it can speed 299,700 kilometers (186,200 miles) 
ǇŜǊ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦ Lǘ Ŏŀƴ ǊŀŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǘƻ 9ŀǊǘƘ ƛƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǾŜǊ ŜƛƎƘǘ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΗ [ƛƎƘǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ always travel so fast. For example, water or glass 
can slow light down, but just a bit. 



Light may seem to break all driving speed laws. Yet there are certain rules it always follows. Light reflects, or bounces off objects. It 
also refracts, or bends. And it can be absorbed, or soaked up, by objects. These rules of light affect what, and how, we see. 

Light! Eyes! 
LƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŎŜƴŜΥ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜǎƪ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ 9ȄǇƭƻǊŜǊ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜΦ [ƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜǎƪ ƭŀƳǇ ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻns. 
Light hits the pagŜΦ {ƻƳŜ ōƻǳƴŎŜǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜΣ ƻǊ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘǎΦ Lǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ Ƙƻǿ ǎƻǳƴŘ ōƻǳƴŎŜǎ ƻŦŦ ŀ ǿŀƭƭΦ bƻǿ 
ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ŘǳŎƪΗ CƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ 9ȄǇƭƻǊŜǊΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛƎƘǘ Ƙŀǎ to enter your 
eyes. Objects become visible when light bounces off them. 
¸ƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŎŀǘŎƘŜǊǎΦ ¸Ŝǘ ƛǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀƴ ƛƳŀƎŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜƴŘ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ IŜǊŜΩs how. 
CƛǊǎǘΣ ƭƛƎƘǘ Ƙƛǘǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǊƴŜŀΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ front of your eyeball. The cornea refracts, or bends, light. 

And Action! 

Is your cornea super strong? No! Think about how light travels more slowly through water. The same thing happens in your cornea. As 
light passes through the cornea, it slows down. That makes the light change direction, or bend. 
Next, light enters your pupil, the dark center part of your eye. It passes through your lens. The lens bends light, too. WhatΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ 
ŘŜŀƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ōŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻŎǳǎΣ ƻǊ ŀƛƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ Ƴake a clear image. 
¢ƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜǘƛƴŀ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜōŀƭƭΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳƻǾƛŜΦ tƭŀȅƛƴƎ ¢ƻŘŀȅ ŀǘ ŀ ¢ƘŜŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ¸ƻǳǊ 9ȅŜΥ 9ȄǇƭorer 
ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜΗ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƛǎ ǳǇǎƛŘŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅΣ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŀƛƴ ŦƭƛǇǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǎƛŘŜ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎƳŀǊǘΗ 
Copyright © 2009 National Geographic. Used by permission. 

Ronan, Colin A. ñTelescopes.ò The New Book of Knowledge. New York: Scholastic, 2010. (2010) 

You can see planets, stars, and other objects in space just by looking up on a clear night. But to really see them--to observe the craters 
on the moon, the rings around Saturn, and the countless other wonders in our sky--you must use a telescope. 
A telescope is an instrument used to produce magnified (enlarged) images of distant objects. It does this by gathering and focusing the 
ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊƳǎ ƻŦ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƻƳŀƎƴŜǘƛŎ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ŜƳƛǘǘŜŘ ƻǊ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άǘŜƭŜǎŎƻǇŜέ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘǿƻ Greek 
ǿƻǊŘǎ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ άŦŀǊέ ŀƴŘ άǎŜŜΦέ 

Kinds of Telescopes 

There are many different types of telescopes, both optical and non-optical. Optical telescopes are designed to focus visible light. Non-
optical telescopes are designed to detect kinds of electromagnetic radiation that are invisible to the human eye. These include radio 
waves, infraǊŜŘ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴΣ · ǊŀȅǎΣ ǳƭǘǊŀǾƛƻƭŜǘ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŀƳƳŀ ǊŀȅǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άƻǇǘƛŎŀƭέ ƳŜŀƴǎ άƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘΦέ 
Some telescopes are launched into space. These telescopes gain clearer views. And they can collect forms of electromagnetic radiation 
that are absƻǊōŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ  

Optical Telescopes 

Different types of optical telescopes gather and focus light in different ways. Refracting telescopes, or refractors, use lenses. Reflecting 
telescopes, or reflectors, use mirrors. And catadioptric telescopes, or catadioptrics, use a combination of lenses and mirrors. The main 
lens or mirror in an optical telescope is called the objective. 
Refracting Telescopes. A refracting telescope is typically a long, tube-shaped instrument. The objective is a system of lenses at the 
front end of the tube (the end facing the sky). When light strikes the lenses, it is bent and brought to a focus within the tube. This 
forms an image of a distant object. This image can be magnified by the eyepiece. This consists of a group of small lenses at the back of 
the tube. A camera can replace or be added to the eyepiece. Then photographs can be taken of celestial objects. For many years, these 
cameras used film. Today most are equipped with charge-coupleŘ ŘŜǾƛŎŜǎ ό//5ΩǎύΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ŘŜǾƛŎŜǎ ǳǎŜ ǎŜƳƛŎƻƴŘǳŎǘƻǊ ŎƘƛǇǎ ǘƻ 
ŜƭŜŎǘǊƻƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ƛƳŀƎŜǎΦ //5Ωǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǾƛŎŜǎ ƛƴ ƘƻƳŜ ŘƛƎƛǘŀƭ ŎŀƳŜǊŀǎ ŀƴŘ ǾƛŘŜƻ ŎŀƳŎƻǊŘŜǊǎΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ //5Ωǎ 
used by astronomers are usually extremely sensitive to light.  
From wƻƴŀƴΣ /ƻƭƛƴ !Φ ά¢ŜƭŜǎŎƻǇŜǎΦέ wŜǾƛŜǿŜŘ ōȅ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ !Φ DǳǘǎŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ bŜǿ .ƻƻƪ ƻŦ YƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜϯΦ /ƻǇȅǊƛƎƘǘ ϭ нлмлΦ DǊƻƭƛŜǊ hƴƭƛƴŜΦ !ƭl 
rights reserved. Reprinted by permission of Scholastic Inc. 

Buckmaster, Henrietta. ñUnderground Railroad.ò The New Book of Knowledge. New York: Scholastic, 2010. 

(2010) 

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts  
¶ Students explain how Melvin Berger uses reasons and evidence in his book Discovering Mars: The Amazing Story of the Red 

Planet to support particular points regarding the topology of the planet. [RI.4.8] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ ƻǾŜǊŀƭƭ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ƛŘŜŀǎΣ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ {ŜȅƳƻǳǊ {ƛƳƻƴΩǎ IƻǊǎŜǎ όōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ŦŀŎǘƻǊǎ 
such as their speed and color) and compare and contrast that scheme to the one employed by Patricia Lauber in her book 
IǳǊǊƛŎŀƴŜǎΥ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ aƛƎƘǘƛŜǎǘ {ǘƻǊƳǎΦ ώwLΦрΦрϐ 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘ ǘƘŜ Ǿƛǎǳŀƭ ŎƘŀǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴƛŜǎ {ǘŜǾŜ hǘŦƛƴƻǎƪƛΩǎ ¢ƘŜ YƛŘΩǎ DǳƛŘŜ ǘƻ aƻƴŜȅΥ 9ŀǊƴƛƴƎ LǘΣ {ŀǾƛƴƎ LǘΣ 
Spending It, Growing It, Sharing It and explain how the information found within it contributes to an understanding of how 
to create a budget. [RI.4.7] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻŎƪǎ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ŘǊŀǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ .ǊǳŎŜ YƻǎŎƛŜƭƴƛŀƪΩǎ !ōƻǳǘ 
Time: A First Look at Time and Clocks. [RI.5.3] 

¶ Students determine the meaning of domain-specific words or phrases, such as crust, mantle, magma, and lava, and 
ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŀŎŀŘŜƳƛŎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƘǊŀǎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ƛƴ {ŜȅƳƻǳǊ {ƛƳƻƴΩǎ ±ƻƭŎŀƴƻŜǎΦ ώwLΦпΦпϐ 

¶ Students compare and contrast a firsthand account of African American ballplayers in the Negro Leagues to a secondhand 
ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ōƻƻƪǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ YŀŘƛǊ bŜƭǎƻƴΩǎ ²Ŝ !ǊŜ ǘƘŜ {ƘƛǇΥ ¢ƘŜ {ǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ bŜƎǊƻ [ŜŀƎǳŜ .ŀǎŜōŀƭƭΣ 
attending to the focus of each account and the information provided by each. [RI.4.6] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǉǳƻǘŜ ŀŎŎǳǊŀǘŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇƭƛŎƛǘƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ [ŜǎƭƛŜ IŀƭƭΩǎ ά{ŜŜƛƴƎ 9ȅŜ ǘƻ 9ȅŜέ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ ƛŘŜŀǎ 
they infer regarding sight and light. [RI.5.1] 



¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ /ƻƭƛƴ !Φ wƻƴŀƴΩǎ ά¢ŜƭŜǎŎƻǇŜǎέ ŀƴŘ create a summary by explaining how key details 
support his distinctions regarding different types of telescopes. [RI.4.2] 

Grades 6 through 8 Text Exemplars 

Stories 

Alcott, Louisa May. Little Women. New York: Penguin, 1989. (1868)  

From Chapter 2: ñA Merry Christmasò 

άaŜǊǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΣ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΗ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ƻƴΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǊŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ we sit 
down. Not far away from here lies a poor woman with a little newborn baby. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from 
freezing, for they have no fire. There is nothing to eat over there, and the oldest boy came to tell me they were suffering hunger and 
ŎƻƭŘΦ aȅ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ŀǎ ŀ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΚέ 
They were all unusually hungry, having waited nearly an hour, and for a minute no one spoke, only a minute, for Jo exclaimed 
ƛƳǇŜǘǳƻǳǎƭȅΣ άLΩƳ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ōŜƎŀƴΗέ 
άaŀȅ L Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ .ŜǘƘ ŜŀƎŜǊƭȅΦ 
άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŦŦƛƴǎΣέ ŀŘŘŜŘ !ƳȅΣ ƘŜǊƻƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ ǎƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜŘΦ 
Meg was already covering the buckwheats, and piling the bread into one big plate. 
άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ Řƻ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aǊǎΦ aŀǊŎƘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŀƭƭ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΣ and when we come back we will have 
ōǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ Ƴƛƭƪ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊǘƛƳŜΦέ 
They were soon ready, and the procession set out. Fortunately it was early, and they went through back streets, so few people saw 
them, and no one laughed at the queer party. 
A poor, bare, miserable room it was, with broken windows, no fire, ragged bedclothes, a sick mother, wailing baby, and a group of 
pale, hungry children cuddled under one old quilt, trying to keep warm. 
How the big eyes stared and the blue lips smiled as the girls went in. 
ά!ŎƘΣ ƳŜƛƴ DƻǘǘΗ Lǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴƎŜƭǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǳǎΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƧƻȅΦ 
άCǳƴƴȅ ŀƴƎŜƭǎ ƛƴ ƘƻƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛǘǘŜƴǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ 
In a few minutes it really did seem as if kind spirits had been at work there. Hannah, who had carried wood, made a fire, and stopped 
up the broken panes with old hats and her own cloak. Mrs. March gave the mother tea and gruel, and comforted her with promises of 
help, while she dressed the little baby as tenderly as if it had been her own. The girls meantime spread the table, set the children 
round the fire, and fed them like so many hungry birds, laughing, talking, and trying to understand the funny broken English. 
ά5ŀǎ ƛǎǘ ƎǳǘΗέ ά5ƛŜ 9ƴƎŜƭ-ƪƛƴŘŜǊΗέ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǘƘƛƴƎs as they ate and warmed their purple hands at the comfortable blaze. The girls 
ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀƴƎŜƭ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŀƎǊŜŜŀōƭŜΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ WƻΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ŀ Ψ{ŀƴŎƘƻΩ ever 
since she was born. That was a very happy breŀƪŦŀǎǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘ 
behind, I think there were not in all the city four merrier people than the hungry little girls who gave away their breakfasts and 
contented themselves with bread and milk on Christmas morning. 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ aŜƎΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘƘŜr was 
upstairs collecting clothes for the poor Hummels. 
Media Text  
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From Chapter 2: ñThe Glorious Whitewasherò 

.ǳǘ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ŘƛŘ not last. He began to think of the fun he had planned for this day, and his sorrows multiplied.  
Soon the free boys would come tripping along on all sorts of delicious expeditions, and they would make a world of fun of him for 
having to workτthe very thought of it burnt him like fire. He got out his worldly wealth and examined itτbits of toys, marbles, and 
trash; enough to buy an exchange of WORK, maybe, but not half enough to buy so much as half an hour of pure freedom. So he 
returned his straitened means to his pocket, and gave up the idea of trying to buy the boys. At this dark and hopeless moment an 
inspiration burst upon him! Nothing less than a great, magnificent inspiration. 
He took up his brush and went tranquilly to work. Ben Rogers hove in sight presentlyτthe very boy, of all boys, whose ridicule he had 
ōŜŜƴ ŘǊŜŀŘƛƴƎΦ .ŜƴΩǎ Ǝŀƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǇ-skip-and-jumpτproof enough that his heart was light and his anticipations high. He was eating 
an apple, and giving a long, melodious whoop, at intervals, followed by a deep-toned ding-dong-dong, ding-dong-dong, for he was 
personating a steamboat. As he drew near, he slackened speed, took the middle of the street, leaned far over to starboard and 
rounded to ponderously and with laborious pomp and circumstanceτfor he was personating the Big Missouri, and considered himself 
to be drawing nine feet of water. He was boat and captain and engine-bells combined, so he had to imagine himself standing on his 
own hurricane-deck giving the orders and executing them: 
ά{ǘƻǇ ƘŜǊΣ sir! Ting-a-ling-ƭƛƴƎΗέ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀŘǿŀȅ Ǌŀƴ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƻǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘǊŜǿ ǳǇ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜǿŀƭƪΦ 
ά{ƘƛǇ ǳǇ ǘƻ ōŀŎƪΗ ¢ƛƴƎ-a-ling-ƭƛƴƎΗέ Iƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛŦŦŜƴŜŘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜǎΦ 
ά{Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōōƻŀǊŘΗ ¢ƛƴƎ-a-ling-ling! Chow! ch-chow-wow! ChƻǿΗέ Iƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƳŜŀƴǘƛƳŜΣ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǘŜƭȅ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎτfor 
it was representing a forty-foot wheel. 
ά[Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀōōƻŀǊŘΗ ¢ƛƴƎ-a-lingling! Chow-ch-chow-ŎƘƻǿΗέ ¢ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎΦ 
ά{ǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōōƻŀǊŘΗ ¢ƛƴƎ-a-ling-ling! Stop the labboard! Come ahead on the stabboard! Stop her! Let your outside turn over slow! 
Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow-ow-ow! Get out that head-line! LIVELY now! Comeτout with your spring-lineτ ǿƘŀǘΩǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ ¢ŀƪŜ ŀ 
turn round that stump with the bight of it! Stand by that stage, nowτlet her go! Done with the engines, sir! Ting-a-ling-ƭƛƴƎΗ {IΩ¢Η 
{ΩIΩ¢Η {IΩ¢Ηέ όǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǳƎŜ-ŎƻŎƪǎύΦέ 



Tom went on whitewashingτǇŀƛŘ ƴƻ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŀƳōƻŀǘΦ .Ŝƴ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΥ άIƛ-¸LΗ ¸h¦Ωw9 ǳǇ ŀ ǎǘǳƳp, 
ŀƛƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΗέ 
No answer. Tom surveyed his last touch with the eye of an artist, then he gave his brush another gentle sweep and surveyed the result, 
ŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ .Ŝƴ ǊŀƴƎŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƭƻƴƎǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǿŀǘŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ .Ŝn said: 
άIŜƭƭƻΣ ƻƭŘ ŎƘŀǇΣ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΣ ƘŜȅΚέ ¢ƻƳ ǿƘŜŜƭŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΥ 
ά²ƘȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳΣ .ŜƴΗ L ǿŀǊƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎƛƴƎΦέ 
ά{ŀȅτLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ-ǎǿƛƳƳƛƴƎΣ L ŀƳΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘΚ .ǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŘǊǳǘƘŜǊ ²hwYτǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚ  
/ƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘΗέ 
Tom contemplated the boy a bit, and said: 
ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ǿƻǊƪΚέ 
ά²ƘȅΣ ŀƛƴΩǘ ¢I!¢ ǿƻǊƪΚέ 
Tom resumed his whitewashing, and answered carelessly: 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ŀƛƴΩǘΦ !ƭƭ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǎΣ ƛǘ ǎǳƛǘǎ ¢ƻƳ {ŀǿȅŜǊΦέ 
άhƘ ŎƻƳŜΣ ƴƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ [LY9 ƛǘΚέ 
The brush continued to move. 
ά[ƛƪŜ ƛǘΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ L ƻǳƎƘǘƴΩǘ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ 5ƻŜǎ ŀ ōƻȅ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǘŜǿŀǎƘ ŀ ŦŜƴŎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΚέ 
That put the thing in a new light. Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom swept his brush daintily back and forthτ stepped back to note 
the effectτadded a touch here and thereτcriticised the effect againτBen watching every move and getting more and more 
interested, more and more absorbed. Presently he said: 
ά{ŀȅΣ ¢ƻƳΣ ƭŜǘ a9 ǿƘƛǘŜǿŀǎƘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦέ 
Tom considered, was about to consent; but he altered his mind: 
άbƻτnoτL ǊŜŎƪƻƴ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ŘƻΣ .ŜƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ !ǳƴǘ tƻƭƭȅΩǎ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜƴŎŜτright here on the street, you 
knowτōǳǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ŦŜƴŎŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ {I9 ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ ¸ŜǎΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜƴŎŜΤ ƛǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ 
ǾŜǊȅ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΤ L ǊŜŎƪƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƻƴŜ ōƻȅ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΦέ 
άbƻτis that so? Oh come, nowτlemme just try. Only just a littleτLΩŘ ƭŜǘ ¸h¦Σ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀǎ ƳŜΣ ¢ƻƳΦέ 
ά.ŜƴΣ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻΣ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ƛƴƧǳƴΤ ōǳǘ !ǳƴǘ tƻƭƭȅτǿŜƭƭΣ WƛƳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳΤ {ƛŘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ {ƛŘΦ bƻǿ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ LΩƳ ŦƛȄŜŘΚ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǘŀŎƪƭŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ was to happen to itτέ 
άhƘΣ ǎƘǳŎƪǎΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΦ bƻǿ ƭŜƳƳŜ ǘǊȅΦ {ŀȅτLΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŀǇǇƭŜΦέ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜǊŜτbƻΣ .ŜƴΣ ƴƻǿ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ LΩƳ ŀŦŜŀǊŘτέ 
άLΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ![[ ƻŦ ƛǘΗέ 
Tom gave up the brush with reluctance in his face, but alacrity in his heart. And while the late steamer Big Missouri worked and 
sweated in the sun, the retired artist sat on a barrel in the shade close by, dangled his legs, munched his apple, and planned the 
slaughter of more innocents. There was no lack of material; boys happened along every little while; they came to jeer, but remained to 
whitewash. By the time Ben was fagged out, Tom had traded the next chance to Billy Fisher for a kite, in good repair; and when he 
played out, Johnny Miller bought in for a dead rat and a string to swing it withτand so on, and so on, hour after hour. And when the 
middle of the afternoon came, from being a poor poverty-stricken boy in the morning, Tom was literally rolling in wealth. He had 
besides the things before mentioned, twelve marbles, part of a jews-harp, a piece of blue bottle-glass to look through, a spool cannon, 
ŀ ƪŜȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴƭƻŎƪ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŀ ŦǊŀƎƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŎƘŀƭƪΣ ŀ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ŘŜŎŀƴǘŜǊΣ ŀ ǘƛƴ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΣ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘŀŘǇƻƭŜǎΣ six fire-
crackers, a kitten with only one eye, a brass doorknob, a dog-collarτbut no dogτthe handle of a knife, four pieces of orange-peel, 
and a dilapidated old window sash. 
He had had a nice, good, idle time all the whileτplenty of companyτand the fence had three coats of whitewash on it! If he ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
run out of whitewash he would have bankrupted every boy in the village. 
Tom said to himself that it was not such a hollow world, after all. He had discovered a great law of human action, without knowing itτ
namely, that in order to make a man or a boy covet a thing, it is only necessary to make the thing difficult to attain. If he had been a 
great and wise philosopher, like the writer of this book, he would now have comprehended that Work consists of whatever a body is 
OBLIGED to do, and that Play consists of whatever a body is not obliged to do. And this would help him to understand why 
constructing artificial flowers or performing on a tread-mill is work, while rolling ten-pins or climbing Mont Blanc is only amusement. 
There are wealthy gentlemen in England who drive four-horse passenger-coaches twenty or thirty miles on a daily line, in the summer, 
because the privilege costs them considerable money; but if they were offered wages for the service, that would turn it into work and 
then they would resign. 
The boy mused awhile over the substantial change which had taken place in his worldly circumstances, and then wended toward 
headquarters to report. 
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From ñMidwinter Dayò 

He was woken by music. It beckoned him, lilting and insistent; delicate music, played by delicate instruments that he could not 
identify, with one rippling, bell-like phrase running through it in a gold thread of delight. There was in this music so much of the 
deepest enchantment of all his dreams and imaginings that he woke smiling in pure happiness at the sound. In the moment of his 
waking, it began to fade, beckoning as it went, and then as he opened his eyes it was gone. He had only the memory of that one 
rippling phrase still echoing in his head, and itself fading so fast that he sat up abruptly in bed and reached his arm out to the air, as if 
he could bring it back. 
The room was very still, and there was no music, and yet Will knew that it had not been a dream. 
IŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƛƴǎΩ ǊƻƻƳ ǎǘƛƭƭΤ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ wƻōƛƴΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǎƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŜǇΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōŜŘΦ /ƻƭŘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƎƭƛƳƳŜǊŜŘ Ǌƻǳnd the 
edge of the curtains, but no one was stirring anywhere; it was very early. Will pulled on his rumpled clothes from the day before, and 
slipped out of the room. He crossed the landing to the central window, and looked down. 



In the first shining moment he saw the whole strange-familial world, glistening white; the roofs of the outbuildings mounded into 
square towers of snow, and beyond them all the fields and hedge: buried, merged into one great flat expanse, unbroken white to the 
ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴΩǎ ōǊƛƳΦ ²ƛƭƭ ŘǊŜǿ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƘŀǇǇȅ ōǊŜŀǘh, silently rejoicing. Then, very faintly, he heard the music again, the same phrase. He 
swung round vainly searching for it in the air, as if he might see it somewhere like a flickering light. 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

Yep, Laurence. Dragonwings. New York: HarperCollins, 1975. (1975) 

From Chapter IX: ñThe Dragon Wakes (December, 1905ðApril, 1906)ò 
By the time the winter rains came to the city, we were not becoming rich, but we were doing well. Each day we put a little money 
away in our cold tin can. Father never said anything, but I knew he was thinking about the day when we might be able to afford to 
bring Mother over. You see, it was not simply a matter of paying her passage over on the boat. Father would probably have to go over 
after her and escort her across. There had to be money for bribesτtea money, Uncle called itτat both ends of the ocean. Now that 
ǿŜ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ǿŜ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀŎǉǳƛǊŜ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎΩ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅΣ ŀ ŦŀǊŀǿŀȅ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ you 
can only save nickels and dimes. 
And yet the hope that we could start our own little fix-it shop and qualify as merchants steadily grew with the collection of coins in the 
ǘƛƴ ŎŀƴΦ L ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ǊŜŎƪƻƴƛƴƎΦ ώΧϐ 
We took the old picture of the Stove King and smeared some honey on it before we burned it in the stove. Later that evening we 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀƴƎ ǳǇ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻǾŜ YƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ǘƻǿƴΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƛƎƴ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻǾŜ YƛƴƎ Ƙad 
returned to his place above our stove. After we had finished burning the old picture, we sat down to a lunch of meat pastries and 
dumplings.  

Taylor, Mildred D. Roll of Thunder, Hear My Cry. New York: Phyllis Fogelman Books, 1976. (1976)  

From Chapter 9 
ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǊƴ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘΣ ōƻȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŎǊȅ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜΧ ƭƛƪŜ ar. Lanier 
ŀƴŘ aǊΦ !ǾŜǊȅΦ aŀȅōŜ ŜǾŜƴ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ƻƴ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ nothing 
ŜƭǎŜ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΦέ 
άLΧ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ tŀǇŀΣέ {ǘŀŎŜȅ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 
!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ tŀǇŀ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ƻǾŜǊ {ǘŀŎŜȅΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 
άtŀǇŀΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ άǿŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻƻΚέ 
Papa looked down at me and brought me closer, then waved Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƛƎ ǘǊŜŜ ƻǾŜǊ ȅƻƴŘŜǊΣ /ŀǎǎƛŜΚ 
¢ƘŜƳ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǊŜŜǎ ŀƭƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΧ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŀƪ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƴǳǘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǇ ƳƻǊŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƘŀŘŜ ǘƘŜȅ 
ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƻǾŜǊǎƘŀŘƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƭŜ ŦƛƎΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƛƎ ǘǊŜŜΩǎ got roots that run deep, and it belongs in that yard as much as that oak and 
ǿŀƭƴǳǘΦ Lǘ ƪŜŜǇǎ ōƭƻƻƳƛƴƎΣ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŦǊǳƛǘ ȅŜŀǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǊŜŜǎΦ Wǳst keeps on 
growing and doing what it gotta do. It doƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΦ Lǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΣ ƛǘΩƭƭ ŘƛŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘǊŜŜΣ /ŀǎǎƛŜ ƎƛǊƭΣ 
ΨŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ ²Ŝ ƪŜŜǇ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ŘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘΦέ 

Hamilton, Virginia. ñThe People Could Fly.ò The People Could Fly: American Black Folktales. New York: 

Knopf Books for Young Readers, 1985. (1985) 
They say the people could fly. Say that long ago in Africa, some of the people knew magic. And they would walk up on the air like 
climbin up on a gate. And they flew like blackbirds over the fields. Black, shiny wings flappin against the blue up there. 
¢ƘŜƴΣ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ {ƭŀǾŜǊȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŧƭȅ ǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƛƴƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƛƴƎǎ across the 
ǿŀǘŜǊ ƻƴ ǎƭŀǾŜ ǎƘƛǇǎΦ ¢ƻƻ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻu know. 
The folks were full of misery, then. Got sick with the up and down of the sea. So they forgot about flyin when they could no longer 
breathe the sweet scent of Africa. 
Say the people who could fly kept their power, although they shed their wings. They looked the same as the other people from Africa 
ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ŘŀǊƪ ǎƪƛƴΦ {ŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŧƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ 
One such who could was an old man, call him Toby. And standin tall, yet afraid, was a young woman who once had wings. Call her 
Sarah. Now Sarah carried a babe tied to her back. She trembled to be so hard worked and scorned. 
The slaves labored in the fields from sunup to sundown. The owner of the slaves callin himself their Master. Say he was a hard lump of 
ŎƭŀȅΦ ! ƘŀǊŘΣ Ǝƭƛƴǘȅ ŎƻŀƭΦ ! ƘŀǊŘ ǊƻŎƪ ǇƛƭŜΣ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳƻǾŜŘΦ Iƛǎ hǾŜǊǎŜŜǊ ƻƴ ƘƻǊǎŜōŀŎƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƭƻwin 
down. So the one called Driver cracked his whip over the slow ones to make them move faster. That whip was a slice-open cut of pain. 
So they did move faster. Had to. 

Paterson, Katherine. The Tale of the Mandarin Ducks. Illustrated by Leo and Diane Dillon. New York: Lodestar 

Books, 1990. (1990) 
Long ago and far away in the Land of the Rising Sun, there lived together a pair of mandarin ducks. Now, the drake was a magnificent 
bird with plumage of colors so rich that the emperor himself would have envied it. But his mate, the duck, wore the quiet tones of the 
wood, blending exactly with the hole in the tree where the two had made their nest. 
One day while the duck was sitting on her eggs, the drake flew down to a nearby pond to search for food. While he was there, a 
hunting party entered the woods. The hunters were led by the lord of the district, a proud and cruel man who believed that everything 
in the district belonged to him to do with as he chose. The lord was always looking for beautiful things to adorn his manor house and 
garden. And when he saw the drake swimming gracefully on the surface of the pond, he determined to capture him. 
¢ƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ŎƘƛŜŦ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘΣ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƴŀƳŜŘ {ƘƻȊƻΣ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŘǊŀƪŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǿƛƭŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ǳǊŜƭȅ ƘŜ 
ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜ ƛƴ ŎŀǇǘƛǾƛǘȅΦέ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ {ƘƻȊƻΦ {ŜŎǊŜǘƭȅ ƘŜ ŘŜǎǇƛǎŜŘ {ƘƻȊƻΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀlthough Shozo had once been his 
mightiest samurai, the warrior had lost an eye in battle and was no longer handsome to look upon. 



The lord ordered his servants to clear a narrow way through the undergrowth and place acorns along the path. When the drake came 
out of the water he saw the acorns. How pleased he was! He forgot to be cautious, thinking only of what a feast they would be to take 
home to his mate. 
Just as he was bending to pick up an acorn in his scarlet beak, a net fell over him, and the frightenŜŘ ōƛǊŘ ǿŀǎ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ 
manor and placed in a small bamboo cage. 
From THE TALE OF THE MANDARIN DUCKS by Katherine Paterson, illustrated by Diane and Leo Dillon. Text © 1990 by Katherine 
Paterson. Illustrations © 1990 by Diane and Leo Dillon. ¦ǎŜŘ ōȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ 5ǳǘǘƻƴ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ .ƻƻƪǎΣ ! 5ƛǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ tŜƴƎǳƛƴ ¸ƻǳƴƎ 
Readers Group, A Member of Penguin Group (USA) Inc, All rights reserved. 

Cisneros, Sandra. ñEleven.ò Woman Hollering Creek and Other Stories. New York: Random House, 1991. 

(1991) 
WƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŜƭŜǾŜƴΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǘŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƛƴŜΣ and 
eight, and seven, and six, and five, and four, and three, and two, and one. And when you wake up on your eleventh birthday you 
ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ŜƭŜǾŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƻǇŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΣ ƻƴƭȅ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ feel eleven 
ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ¸ƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘŜƴΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ τ underneath the year that makes you eleven. 
Like some days you mƛƎƘǘ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘŜƴΦ hǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ǎƻƳŜ Řŀȅǎ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ 
ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŀƳŀΩǎ ƭŀǇ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƛǾŜΦ 
!ƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǳǇ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŎǊȅ ƭƛƪŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘǊŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘŜƭƭ aŀƳŀ 
ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ŎǊȅΦ aŀȅōŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊŜŜΦ 
Because the way you grow old is kind of like an onion or like the rings inside a tree trunk or like my little wooden dolls that fit one 
ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŜŀŎƘ ȅŜŀǊ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ōŜƛƴƎ ŜƭŜǾŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘ ƛǎΦ 
¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŜƭŜǾŜƴΦ bƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ Lǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΣ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŜǾŜƴΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ Eleven when they ask 
ȅƻǳΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǎƳŀǊǘ ŜƭŜǾŜƴΣ ƴƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘǿŜƭǾŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƛǘ ƛǎΦ 

Sutcliff, Rosemary. Black Ships Before Troy: The Story of the Iliad. New York: Delacorte Press, 1993. (1993)  

From ñThe Golden Appleò 

In the high and far-off days when men were heroes and walked with the gods, Peleus, king of the Myrmidons, took for his wife a sea 
nymph called Thetis, Thetis of the Silver Feet. Many guests came to their wedding feast, and among the mortal guests came all the 
gods of high Olympus. 
But as they sat feasting, one who had not been invited was suddenly in their midst: Eris, the goddess of discord, had been left out 
because wherever she went she took trouble with her; yet here she was, all the same, and in her blackest mood, to avenge the insult. 
All she didτit seemed a small thingτwas to toss down on the table a golden apple. Then she breathed upon the guests once, and 
vanished. 
The apple lay gleaming among the piled fruits and the brimming wine cups; and bending close to look at it, everyone could see the 
ǿƻǊŘǎ ά¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƛǊŜǎǘέ ǘǊŀŎŜŘ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ 
Then the three greatest of the goddesses each claimed that it was hers. Hera claimed it as wife to Zeus, the All-father, and queen of all 
the gods. Athene claimed that she had the better right, for the beauty of wisdom such as hers surpassed all else. Aphrodite only 
ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜŀǳǘȅΩǎ ǇǊƛȊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ƻŦ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 
They fell to arguing among themselves; the argument became a quarrel, and the quarrel grew more and more bitter, and each called 
upon the assembled guests to judge between them. But the other guests refused, for they knew well enough that, whichever goddess 
they chose to receive the golden apple, they would make enemies of the other two. 

Drama 

Fletcher, Louise. Sorry, Wrong Number. New York: Dramatists Play Service, 1948. (1948) 

ώ{/9b9Υ !ǎ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴ ǊƛǎŜǎΣ ǿŜ ǎŜŜ ŀ ŘƛǾƛŘŜŘ ǎǘŀƎŜΣ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ƭƛƎƘǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǳǊƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀǎ aw{Φ {¢9±9b{hbΩ{ bedroom. 
Expensive, rather fussy furnishings. A large bed, on which MRS. STEVESON, clad in bed-jacket, is lying. A night-table close by, with 
phone, lighted lamp, and pill bottles. A mantle, with clock, R. A closed door. R. A window, with curtains closed, rear. The set is lit by 
one lamp on night-table. It is enclosed by three flats. Beyond this central set, the stage, on either side, is in darkness. 
MRS. STEVENSON is dialing a number on the phone, as curtain rises. She listens to phone, slams down receiver in irritation. As she 
does so, we hear sound of a train roaring by in the distance. She reaches for her pill bottle, pours herself a glass of water, shakes out 
pill, swallows it, then reaches for the phone again, dials number nervously.]  
SOUND: Number being dialed on phone: Busy signal. 
MRS. STEVENSON. (A querulous, self-centered neurotic.) Ohτdear! (Slams down receiver, Dials OPERATOR.)  
[Scene: A spotlight, L. of side flat, picks up out of peripheral darkness, figure of 1st OPERATOR, sitting with headphones at a small table. 
If spotlight not available, use flashlight, clicked on by 1st OPERATOR, illuminating her face.] OPERATOR. Your call, please? 
aw{Φ {¢9±9b{hbΦ hǇŜǊŀǘƻǊΚ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘƛŀƭƛƴƎ aǳǊǊŀȅ Iƛƭƭ п-0098 now for the last three-quarters of an hour, and the line is always 
ōǳǎȅΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳǎȅ ǘƘat long. Will you try it for me please? 
OPERATOR. Murray Hill 4-0098? One moment, please. 
[SCENE: She makes gesture of plugging in call through switchboard.] 
aw{Φ {¢9±9b{hbΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōǳǎȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ LǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ IŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀƭƭ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ 
Copyright © 1948, 1952, 1976, 1980, Lucille Fletcher 
CAUTION: The excerpt from SORRY, WRONG NUMBER included herein is reprinted by permission of William Morris Endeavor 
Entertainment, LLC. The English language amateur stage performance rights in this Play are controlled exclusively by Dramatists Play 
Service, Inc., 440 Park Avenue South, New York, NY 10016. No nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given without 
obtaining, in advance, the written permission of Dramatists Play Service, Inc., and paying the requisite fee. Inquiries concerning all 
other rights should be addressed to William Morris Endeavor Entertainment, LLC. 



Goodrich, Frances and Albert Hackett. The Diary of Anne Frank: A Play. New York: Random House, 1956. 

(1956) 

Poetry 

Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth. ñPaul Revereôs Ride.ò (1861) 
Listen, my children, and you shall hear 
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 
On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five; 
Hardly a man is now alive 
Who remembers that famous day and year. 
IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ άLŦ ǘƘŜ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ ƳŀǊŎƘ 
By land or sea from the town to-night, 
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch 
Of the North Church tower as a signal light,τ  
One, if by land, and two, if by sea; 
And I on the opposite shore will be, 
Ready to ride and spread the alarm 
Through every Middlesex village and farm,  
For the country-Ŧƻƭƪ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ŀǊƳΦέ 
¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άDƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΗέ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ƻŀǊ 
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore, 
Just as the moon rose over the bay, 
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay The Somerset, British man-of-war; 
A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 
Across the moon like a prison bar, 
And a huge black hulk, that was magnified  
By its own reflection in the tide. 
Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street, 
Wanders and watches with eager ears, 
Till in the silence around him he hears 
The muster of men at the barrack door, 
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,  
And the measured tread of the grenadiers, Marching down to their boats on the shore. 
Then he climbed to the tower of the church, 
Up the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread, 
To the belfry-chamber overhead, 
And startled the pigeons from their perch 
On the sombre rafters, that round him made 
Masses and moving shapes of shade,τ  
Up the trembling ladder, steep and tall, 
To the highest window in the wall, 
Where he paused to listen and look down  
A moment on the roofs of the town, And the moonlight flowing over all. 
Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead, 
In their night-encampment on the hill, 
Wrapped in silence so deep and still 
¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎŜƴǘƛƴŜƭΩǎ ǘǊŜŀŘΣ 
The watchful night-wind, as it went 
Creeping along from tent to tent, 
!ƴŘ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ ά!ƭƭ ƛǎ ǿŜƭƭΗέ 
A moment only he feels the spell 
Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread 
Of the lonely belfry and the dead; 
For suddenly all his thoughts are bent 
On a shadowy something far away, 
Where the river widens to meet the bay,τ  
A line of black that bends and floats  
On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats. 
Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride, Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride  
hƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ tŀǳƭ wŜǾŜǊŜΦ bƻǿ ƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ 
Now gazed at the landscape far and near, 
Then, impetuous, stamped the earth, 
And turned and tightened his saddle-girth; 
But mostly he watched with eager search 
The belfry-tower of the Old North Church,  



!ǎ ƛǘ ǊƻǎŜ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭΣ [ƻƴŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜŎǘǊŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳōǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ !ƴŘ ƭƻΗ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭŦǊȅΩǎ ƘŜƛƎƘt A glimmer, 
and then a gleam of light!  
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,  
But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight  
A second lamp in the belfry burns! 
A hurry of hoofs in a village street, 
A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark, 
And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark 
Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet; 
That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light, 
The fate of a nation was riding that night; 
And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,  
Kindled the land into flame with its heat. 
He has left the village and mounted the steep, 
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep, 
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides; 
And under the alders, that skirt its edge, 
Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge, Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides. 
It was twelve by the village clock 
When he crossed the bridge into Medford town. 
He heard the crowing of the cock, 
!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƎΣ  
And felt the damp of the river fog,  
That rises after the sun goes down. 
It was one by the village clock,  
When he galloped into Lexington. He saw the gilded weathercock 
Swim in the moonlight as he passed, 
And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare, 
Gaze at him with a spectral glare, As if they already stood aghast  
At the bloody work they would look upon. 
It was two by the village clock, 
When he came to the bridge in Concord town. 
He heard the bleating of the flock, 
And the twitter of birds among the trees,  
And felt the breath of the morning breeze  
Blowing over the meadows brown. 
And one was safe and asleep in his bed 
Who at the bridge would be first to fall,  
Who that day would be lying dead, Pierced by a British musket-ball. 
You know the rest. In the books you have read, 
How the British Regulars fired and fled,τ 
How the farmers gave them ball for ball, 
From behind each fence and farm-yard wall, 
Chasing the red-coats down the lane, 
Then crossing the fields to emerge again 
Under the trees at the turn of the road,  
And only pausing to fire and load. 
So through the night rode Paul Revere; 
And so through the night went his cry of alarm 
To every Middlesex village and farm,τ  
A cry of defiance and not of fear, 
A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,  
And a word that shall echo forevermore! 
For, borne on the night-wind of the Past, 
Through all our history, to the last, 
In the hour of darkness and peril and need, 
The people will waken and listen to hear  
The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,  
And the midnight message of Paul Revere. 
Media Text  
ά¢ƘŜ aƛŘƴƛƎƘǘ wƛŘŜΣέ ŀƴ ŜȄǘŜƴǎƛǾŜ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜΣ ƛƴŎƭuding audio, images, and maps, provided by the Paul Revere Memorial Association:  
http://www.paulreverehouse.org/ride/  

Whitman, Walt. ñO Captain! My Captain!ò Leaves of Grass. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1990. (1865) 
O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done;  
¢ƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ Ƙŀǎ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΩŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǊŀŎƪΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛȊŜ ǿŜ ǎƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǎ ǿƻƴΤ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻǊǘ ƛǎ ƴŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƭǎ L ƘŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƭƭ ŜȄǳƭǘƛƴƎΣ ²hile follow 
eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring:  



But O heart! heart! heart!  
O the bleeding drops of red,  
Where on the deck my Captain lies, Fallen cold and dead. 
O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;  
Rise upτfor you the flag is flungτfor you the bugle trills;  
CƻǊ ȅƻǳ ōƻǳǉǳŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƛōōƻƴΩŘ ǿǊŜŀǘƘǎτfor you the shores a-crowding; For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning; 
Here Captain! Dear father!  
This arm beneath your head;  
It is some dream that on the deck,  
¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀŘΦ  
My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still;  
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;  
¢ƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ ƛǎ ŀƴŎƘƻǊΩŘ ǎŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳƴŘΣ ƛǘǎ ǾƻȅŀƎŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴŜΤ  
From fearful trip, the victor ship, comes in with object won; 
Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells!  
But I, with mournful tread,  
Walk the deck my Captain lies, Fallen cold and dead. 

Carroll, Lewis. ñJabberwocky.ò Alice Through the Looking Glass. Cambridge, Mass.: Candlewick, 2005. 

(1872)  

From Chapter 1: ñLooking-Glass Houseò 

Ψ¢ǿŀǎ ōǊƛƭƭƛƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛǘƘȅ ǘƻǾŜǎ 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;  
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
And the mome raths outgrabe. 
Ψ.ŜǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ WŀōōŜǊǿƻŎƪΣ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΗ 
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun  
¢ƘŜ ŦǊǳƳƛƻǳǎ .ŀƴŘŜǊǎƴŀǘŎƘΗΩ 
He took his vorpal sword in hand: 
Long time the manxome foe he sought  
So rested he by the Tumtum tree,  
And stood awhile in thought. 
And as in uffish thought he stood, 
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,  
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
 And burbled as it came! 
One, two! One, two! And through and through  
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 
He left it dead, and with its head  
He went galumphing back. 
Ψ!ƴŘ Ƙŀǎǘ ǘƘƻǳ ǎƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ WŀōōŜǊǿƻŎƪΚ 
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!  
h ŦǊŀōƧƻǳǎ ŘŀȅΗ /ŀƭƭƻƻƘΗ /ŀƭƭŀȅΗΩ IŜ ŎƘƻǊǘƭŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƧƻȅΦ 
Ψ¢ǿŀǎ ōǊƛƭƭƛƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛǘƘȅ ǘƻǾŜǎ 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;  
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
And the mome raths outgrabe. 

Navajo tradition. ñTwelfth Song of Thunder.ò The Mountain Chant: A Navajo Ceremony. Forgotten Books, 

2008. (1887) 
The voice that beautifies the land! 
The voice above, 
The voice of thunder 
Within the dark cloud 
Again and again it sounds,  
The voice that beautifies the land. 
The voice that beautifies the land! 
The voice below, 
The voice of the grasshopper 
Among the plants 
Again and again it sounds, 
The voice that beautifies the land. 

Dickinson, Emily. ñThe Railway Train.ò The Compete Poems of Emily Dickinson. Boston: Little, Brown, 1960. 

(1893) 
I like to see it lap the miles, 



And lick the valleys up, 
And stop to feed itself at tanks; 
And then, prodigious, step 
Around a pile of mountains, 
And, supercilious, peer 
In shanties by the sides of roads;  
And then a quarry pare 
To fit its sides, and crawl between, 
Complaining all the while 
In horrid, hooting stanza; 
Then chase itself down hill 
And neigh like Boanerges; 
Then, punctual as a star, 
Stopτdocile and omnipotentτ  
At its own stable door. 

Yeats, William Butler. ñThe Song of Wandering Aengus.ò W. B. Yeats Selected Poetry. London: Macmillan, 

1962. (1899) 

I WENT out to the hazel wood, 
Because a fire was in my head, 
And cut and peeled a hazel wand,   
And hooked a berry to a thread; 
And when white moths were on the wing, 
And moth-like stars were flickering out, 
I dropped the berry in a stream 
And caught a little silver trout. 
When I had laid it on the floor 
I went to blow the fire a-flame, 
But something rustled on the floor,   
And someone called me by my name: 
It had become a glimmering girl 
With apple blossom in her hair 
Who called me by my name and ran 
And faded through the brightening air. 
Though I am old with wandering 
Through hollow lands and hilly lands, 
I will find out where she has gone,   
And kiss her lips and take her hands; 
And walk among long dappled grass, 
And pluck till time and times are done, 
The silver apples of the moon, 
The golden apples of the sun. 

Frost, Robert. ñThe Road Not Taken.ò The Poetry of Robert Frost: The Collected Poems. Edited by Edward 

Connery Lathem. New York: Henry Holt, 1979. (1915) 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both  
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could  
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 
Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day!  
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,  
I doubted if I should ever come back. 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and Iτ 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

Sandburg, Carl. ñChicago.ò Chicago Poems. New York: Henry Holt, 1916. (1916) 

Hog Butcher for the World, 



Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 
tƭŀȅŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ wŀƛƭǊƻŀŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ bŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ CǊŜƛƎƘǘ IŀƴŘƭŜǊΤ Stormy, husky, brawling, City of the Big Shoulders:  
They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I have seen your painted women under the gas lamps luring the farm boys. 
And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it is true I have seen the gunman kill and go free to kill again. 
And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the faces of women and children I have seen the marks of wanton hunger. 
And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at this my city, and I give them back the sneer and say to them: 
Come and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud to be alive and coarse and strong and cunning. 
Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on job, here is a tall bold slugger set vivid against the little soft cities; 
Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a savage pitted against the wilderness, 
Bareheaded, 
Shoveling, 
Wrecking, 
Planning, 
Building, breaking, rebuilding, 
Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with white teeth, 
Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young man laughs, 
Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle, Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse, and 
under his ribs the heart of the people, 
Laughing! 
Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of Youth, half-naked, sweating, proud to be Hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 
Player with Railroads and Freight Handler to the Nation. 

Hughes, Langston. ñI, Too, Sing America.ò The Collected Poems of Langston Hughes. New York: Knopf, 

1994. (1925) 

Neruda, Pablo. ñThe Book of Questions.ò The Book of Questions. Translated by William OôDaly. Port 

Townsend, Wash.: Copper Canyon Press, 1991. (1973) 

Soto, Gary. ñOranges.ò Black Hair. Pittsburgh: University of Pittsburgh Press, 1985. (1985) 

Giovanni, Nikki. ñA Poem for My Librarian, Mrs. Long.ò Acolytes. New York: William Morrow, 2007. (2007) 

A Poem for My Librarian, Mrs. Long 
(You never know what troubled little girl needs a book) 
At a time when there was not tv before 3:00 P.M. 
And on Sunday none until 5:00 
We sat on the front porches watching 
The jfg sign go on and off greeting 
The neighbors, discussion the political 
Situation congratulating the preacher 
On his sermon 
There was always the radio which brought us 
Songs from wlac in nashville and what we would now call 
Easy listening or smooth jazz but when I listened 
Late at night with my portable (that I was so proud of) 
Tucked under my pillow 
I heard nat king cole and matt dennis, june christy and ella fitzgerald 
And sometimes sarah vaughan sing black coffee 
Which I now drink 
It was just called music 
There was a bookstore uptown on gay street 
Which I visited and inhaled that wonderful odor 
Of new books 
Even today I read hardcover as a preference paperback only  
As a last resort 
And up the hill on vine street 
(The main black corridor) sat our carnegie library 
Mrs. Long always glad to see you 
The stereoscope always ready to show you faraway Places to dream about 
Mrs. Long asking what are you looking for today 
When I wanted Leaves of Grass or alfred north whitehead 
She would go to the big library uptown and I now know Hat in hand to ask to borrow so that I might borrow 
Probably they said something humiliating since southern 
Whites like to humiliate southern blacks 
But she nonetheless brought the books 
Back and I held them to my chest 
Close to my heart 
!ƴŘ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ǎƪƛǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ 
Where I would sit on the front porch 



In a gray glider and dream of a world 
Far away 
I love the world where I was  
I was safe and warm and grandmother gave me neck kissed 
When I was on my way to bed 
But there was a world 
Somewhere 
Out there 
And Mrs. Long opened that wardrobe 
But no lions or witches scared me 
I went through 
Knowing there would be  
Spring 
COPYRIGHT © 2007 BY Nikki Giovanni. Used by permission. 

Sample Performance Tasks for Stories, Drama, and Poetry 
¶ Students summarize the development ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ¢ƻƳ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ƛƴ aŀǊƪ ¢ǿŀƛƴΩǎ novel of the same name and analyze 

its connection to themes of accountability and authenticity by noting how it is conveyed through characters, setting, and 
plot. [RL.8.2] 

¶ Students compare and contrast [ŀǳǊŜƴŎŜ ¸ŜǇΩǎ fictional portrayal of Chinese immigrants in turn-of-the-twentieth-century 
San Francisco in Dragonwings to historical accounts of the same period (using materials detailing the 1906 San Francisco 
earthquake) in order to glean a deeper understanding of how authors use or alter historical sources to create a sense of 
time and place as well as make fictional characters lifelike and real. [RL.7.9] 

¶ Students cite explicit textual evidence as well as draw inferences ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǳŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ YŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜ tŀǘŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ 
The Tale of the Mandarin Ducks to support their analysis of the perils of vanity. [RL.6.1] 

¶ Students explain how {ŀƴŘǊŀ /ƛǎƴŜǊƻǎΩǎ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊŘǎ develops the point of view of the young speaker in her story 
ά9ƭŜǾŜƴΦέ ώw[ΦсΦсϐ 

¶ Students analyze how the playwright Louise Fletcher uses particular elements of drama (e.g., setting and dialogue) to create 
dramatic tension in her play Sorry, Wrong Number. [RL.7.3] 

¶ Students compare and contrast ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ IŜƴǊȅ ²ŀŘǎǿƻǊǘƘ [ƻƴƎŦŜƭƭƻǿΩǎ poem άtŀǳƭ wŜǾŜǊŜΩǎ wƛŘŜέ Ƙŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
effect they experience from a multimedia dramatization of the event presented in an interactive digital map 
(http://www.paulreverehouse.org/ride/), analyzing the impact of different techniques employed that are unique to each 
medium. [RL.6.7] 

¶ Students analyze ²ŀƭǘ ²ƘƛǘƳŀƴΩǎ άh /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΗ aȅ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΗέ ǘƻ ǳƴŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŜƳΩǎ analogies and allusions. They analyze 
the impact of specific word choices by Whitman, such as rack and grim, and determine how they contribute to the overall 
meaning and tone of the poem. [RL.8.4] 

¶ Students analyze how the opening stanza ƻŦ wƻōŜǊǘ CǊƻǎǘΩǎ ά¢ƘŜ wƻŀŘ bƻǘ ¢ŀƪŜƴέ structures the rhythm and meter for the 
poem and how the themes introduced by the speaker develop over the course of the text. [RL.6.5] 

Informational Texts: English Language Arts 

Adams, John. ñLetter on Thomas Jefferson.ò Adams on Adams. Edited by Paul M. Zall. Lexington: University 

Press of Kentucky, 2004. (1776) 

From Chapter 6: ñDeclaring Independence 1775ï1776ò 
Mr. Jefferson came into Congress, in June, 1775, and brought with him a reputation for literature, science, science, and a happy talent 
of composition. Writings of his were handed about, remarkable for the peculiar felicity of expression. Though a silent member in 
Congress, he was so prompt, frank, explicit, and decisive upon committees and in conversation, not even Samuel Adams was more so, 
that he soon seized upon my heart; and upon this occasion, I gave him my vote, and did all in my power to procure the votes of others. 
I think he had one more vote than any other, and that placed him at the head of the committee. I had the next highest number, and 
that placed me second. The committee met, discussed the subject, and then appointed Mr. Jefferson and me to make the draught, I 
suppose because we were the two first on the list.  
The suōŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŜ ƳŜǘΦ WŜŦŦŜǊǎƻƴ ǇǊƻǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀŦǘΦ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨL ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘΦΩ  
Ψ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛǘΦΩ  
ΨhƘΗ ƴƻΦΩ  
Ψ²Ƙȅ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘΚ ¸ƻǳ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΦΩ  
ΨL ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘΦΩ  
Ψ²ƘȅΚΩ  
ΨwŜŀǎƻƴǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦΩ  
Ψ²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΚΩ  
ΨwŜŀǎƻƴ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ±ƛǊƎinian, and a Virginian ought to appear at the head of this business. Reason second, I am obnoxious, 
suspected, and unpopular. You are very much otherwise. Reason third, you can write ten times better than  
L ŎŀƴΦΩ  
Ψ²ŜƭƭΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ WŜŦŦŜǊǎƻƴΣ ΨƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΣ L ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΦΩ  
Ψ±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŘǊŀǿƴ ƛǘ ǳǇΣ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΦΩ 
Media Text  



Adams Family Papers: An Electronic Archive, hosted by the Massachusetts Historical Society, includes transcriptions of letters between 
John and AbƛƎŀƛƭ !ŘŀƳǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ WƻƘƴ !ŘŀƳǎΩǎ ŘƛŀǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŀǳǘƻōƛƻƎǊŀǇƘȅΥ ƘǘǘǇΥκκǿǿǿΦƳŀǎǎƘƛǎǘΦƻǊƎκ ŘƛƎƛǘŀƭŀŘŀƳǎκŀŜŀκƛƴŘŜȄΦƘǘƳƭ  

Douglass, Frederick. Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass an American Slave, Written by Himself. 

Boston: Anti-Slavery Office, 1845. (1845) 

The plan which I adopted, and the one by which I was most successful, was that of making friends of all the little white boys whom I 
met in the street. As many of these as I could, I converted into teachers. With their kindly aid, obtained at different times and in 
different places, I finally succeeded in learning to read. When I was sent of errands, I always took my book with me, and by going one 
part of my errand quickly, I found time to get a lesson before my return. I used also to carry bread with me, enough of which was 
always in the house, and to which I was always welcome; for I was much better off in this regard than many of the poor white children 
in our neighborhood. This bread I used to bestow upon the hungry little urchins, who, in return, would give me that more valuable 
bread of knowledge. I am strongly tempted to give the names of two or three of those little boys, as a testimonial of the gratitude and 
affection I bear them; but prudence forbids;τnot that it would injure me, but it might embarrass them; for it is almost an 
unpardonable offence to teach slaves to read in this Christian country. It is enough to say of the dear little fellows, that they lived on 
tƘƛƭǇƻǘ {ǘǊŜŜǘΣ ǾŜǊȅ ƴŜŀǊ 5ǳǊƎƛƴ ŀƴŘ .ŀƛƭŜȅΩǎ ǎƘƛǇ-yard. I used to talk this matter of slavery over with them. I would sometimes say to 
ǘƘŜƳΣ L ǿƛǎƘŜŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀǎ ŦǊŜŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŜƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦǊŜŜ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-one, but I am 
a slave for life! Have not I as good a right to be free as you have?έ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǘƘŜƳΤ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ 
liveliest sympathy, and console me with the hope that something would occur by which I might be free.  
I was now about twelve years old, and the thought of being a slave for life began to bear heavily upon my heart. Just about this time, I 
Ǝƻǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ŀ ōƻƻƪ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ /ƻƭǳƳōƛŀƴ hǊŀǘƻǊΦέ 9ǾŜǊȅ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ L ƎƻǘΣ L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻƻƪΦ !ƳƻƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴteresting 
matter, I found in it a dialogue between a master and his slave. The slave was represented as having run away from his master three 
times. The dialogue represented the conversation which took place between them, when the slave was retaken the third time. In this 
dialogue, the whole argument in behalf of slavery was brought forward by the master, all of which was disposed of by the slave. The 
slave was made to say some very smart as well as impressive things in reply to his masterτthings which had the desired though 
unexpected effect; for the conversation resulted in the voluntary emancipation of the slave on the part of the master.  
Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ōƻƻƪΣ L ƳŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ {ƘŜǊƛŘŀƴΩǎ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ǎǇŜŜŎƘŜǎ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ōŜƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ /ŀǘƘƻƭƛŎ ŜƳŀƴŎƛǇŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ 
documents to me. I read them over and over again with unabated interest. They gave tongue to interesting thoughts of my own soul, 
which had frequently flashed through my mind, and died away for want of utterance. The moral which I gained from the dialogue was 
the power of truth over the conscience of even a slaveholder. What I got from Sheridan was a bold denunciation of slavery, and a 
powerful vindication of human rights. The reading of these documents enabled me to utter my thoughts, and to meet the arguments 
brought forward to sustain slavery; but while they relieved me of one difficulty, they brought on another even more painful than the 
one of which I was relieved. The more I read, the more I was led to abhor and detest my enslavers. I could regard them in no other 
light than a band of successful robbers, who had left their homes, and gone to Africa, and stolen us from our homes, and in a strange 
land reduced us to slavery. I loathed them as being the meanest as well as the most wicked of men. As I read and contemplated the 
subject, behold! that very discontentment which Master Hugh had predicted would follow my learning to read had already come, to 
torment and sting my soul to unutterable anguish. As I writhed under it, I would at times feel that learning to read had been a curse 
rather than a blessing. It had given me a view of my wretched condition, without the remedy. It opened my eyes to the horrible pit, 
but to no ladder upon which to get out. In moments of agony, I envied my fellow-slaves for their stupidity. I have often wished myself 
a beast. I preferred the condition of the meanest reptile to my own. Anything, no matter what, to get rid of thinking! It was this 
everlasting thinking of my condition that tormented me. There was no getting rid of it. It was pressed upon me by every object within 
sight or hearing, animate or inanimate. The silver trump of freedom had roused my soul to eternal wakefulness. Freedom now 
appeared, to disappear no more forever. It was heard in every sound, and seen in everything. It was ever present to torment me with 
a sense of my wretched condition. I saw nothing without seeing it, I heard nothing without hearing it, and felt nothing without feeling 
it. It looked from every star, it smiled in every calm, breathed in every wind, and moved in every storm. 

Churchill, Winston. ñBlood, Toil, Tears and Sweat: Address to Parliament on May 13th, 1940.ò Lend Me Your 

Ears: Great Speeches in History, 3rd Edition. Edited by William Safire. New York: W. W. Norton, 2004. (1940) 

From ñWinston Churchill Braces Britons to Their Taskò 

I say to the House as I said to ministers who have joined this government, I have nothing to offer but blood, toil, tears, and sweat. We 
have before us an ordeal of the most grievous kind. We have before us many, many months of struggle and suffering. 
You ask, what is our policy? I say it is to wage war by land, sea, and air. War with all our might and with all the strength God has given 
us, and to wage war against a monstrous tyranny never surpassed in the dark and lamentable catalogue of human crime. That is our 
policy. 
You ask, what is our aim? I can answer in one word. It is victory. Victory at all costs - Victory in spite of all terrors - Victory, however 
long and hard the road may be, for without victory there is no survival. 
I take up my task in buoyancy and hope. I feel sure that our cause will not be suffered to fail among men. I feel entitled at this juncture, 
ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǘƻ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŜ ŀƛŘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ǳƴƛǘŜŘ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΦέ  

Petry, Ann. Harriet Tubman: Conductor on the Underground Railroad. New York: HarperCollins, 1983. (1955) 

From Chapter 3: ñSix Years Oldò 

By the time Harriet Ross was six years old, she had unconsciously absorbed many kinds of knowledge, almost with the air she 
breathed. She could not, for example, have said how or at what moment she knew that she was a slave. 
She knew that her brothers and sisters, her father and mother, and all the other people who lived in the quarter, men, women and 
children were slaves. 
{ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ά¸ŜǎΣ aƛǎǎǳǎΣέ άbƻΣ aƛǎǎǳǎΣέ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΣ ά¸ŜǎΣ aŀǎΩǊΣέ άbƻΣ aŀǎΩǊέ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƳŜƴΦ hǊΣ ά¸ŜǎΣ ǎŀƘΣέ άbƻΣ 
ǎŀƘΦέ 



At the same time someone had taught her where to look for the North Star, the star that stayed constant, not rising in the east and 
setting in the west as the other stars appeared to do; and told her that anyone walking toward the North could use that star as a 
guide. 
She knew about fear, too. Sometimes at night, or during the day, she heard the furious galloping of horses, not just one horse, several 
horses, thud of the hoofbeats along the road, jingle of harness. She saw the grown folks freeze into stillness, not moving, scarcely 
breathing, while they listened. She could not remember who first told her that those furious hoofbeats meant that patrollers were 
going in pursuit of a runaway. Only the slaves said patterollers, whispering the word. 

Steinbeck, John. Travels with Charley: In Search of America. New York: Penguin, 1997. (1962)  

From pages 27ï28 

I soon discovered that if a wayfaring stranger wishes to eavesdrop on a local population the places for him to slip in and hold his peace 
ŀǊŜ ōŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘǳǊŎƘŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ bŜǿ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ǘƻǿƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŀǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴ {ǳƴŘŀȅΦ ! ƎƻƻŘ ŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛǾŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻadside 
restaurant where men gather for breakfast before going to work or going hunting. To find these places inhabited one must get up very 
early. And there is a drawback even to this. Early-rising men not only do not talk much to strangers, they barely talk to one another. 
Breakfast conversation is limited to a series of laconic grunts. The natural New England taciturnity reaches its glorious perfection at 
breakfast. 
L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ŜŀǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻǊ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƎŀǎΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛghted 
roadside restaurant I pulled in and took my seat at a counter. The customers were folded over their coffee cups like ferns. A normal 
conversation is as follows: 
²!L¢w9{{Υ ά{ŀƳŜΚέ 
/¦{¢ha9wΥ ά¸ŜǇΦέ 
²!L¢w9{{Υ ά/ƻƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ 
/¦{¢ha9wΥ ά¸ŜǇΦέ 
(Ten minutes.) 
²!L¢w9{{Υ άwŜŦƛƭƭΚέ 
/¦{¢ha9wΥ ά¸ŜǇΦέ 
This is a really talkative customer.  

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts: English Language Arts  
¶ Students determine the point of view ƻŦ WƻƘƴ !ŘŀƳǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ά[ŜǘǘŜǊ ƻƴ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎ WŜŦŦŜǊǎƻƴέ ŀƴŘ analyze how he distinguishes 

his position from an alternative approach articulated by Thomas Jefferson. [RI.7.6] 

¶ Students provide an objective summary of CǊŜŘŜǊƛŎƪ 5ƻǳƎƭŀǎǎΩǎ bŀǊǊŀǘƛǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ analyze how the central idea regarding the 
evils of slavery is conveyed through supporting ideas and developed over the course of the text. [RI.8.2] 

¶ Students trace the line of argument ƛƴ ²ƛƴǎǘƻƴ /ƘǳǊŎƘƛƭƭΩǎ ά.ƭƻƻŘΣ ¢ƻƛƭΣ ¢ŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ {ǿŜŀǘέ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ǘƻ tŀǊƭƛŀƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ 
evaluate his specific claims and opinions in the text, distinguishing which claims are supported by facts, reasons, and 
evidence, and which are not. [RI.6.8] 

¶ Students analyze in detail how the early years of Harriet Tubman (as related by author Ann Petry) contributed to her later 
becoming a conductor on the Underground Railroad, attending to how the author introduces, illustrates, and elaborates 
ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ¢ǳōƳŀƴΩǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ ώwLΦсΦоϐ 

¶ Students determine the figurative and connotative meanings of words such as wayfaring, laconic, and taciturnity as well as 
of phrases such as hold his peace in WƻƘƴ {ǘŜƛƴōŜŎƪΩǎ Travels with Charley: In Search of America. They analyze how 
{ǘŜƛƴōŜŎƪΩǎ specific word choices and diction impact the meaning and tone of his writing and the characterization of the 
individuals and places he describes. [RI.7.4] 

Informational Texts: History/Social Studies 

United States. Preamble and First Amendment to the United States Constitution. (1787, 1791) 

Preamble 

We, the People of the United States, in Order to form a more perfect Union, establish Justice, insure domestic Tranquility, provide for 
the common defense, promote the general Welfare, and secure the Blessings of Liberty to ourselves and our Posterity, do ordain and 
establish this Constitution of the United States of America. 

Amendment I 

Congress shall make no law respecting the establishment of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom 
of speech, or of the press; or the right of people peaceably to assemble, and to petition the Government for a redress of grievances. 

Lord, Walter. A Night to Remember. New York: Henry Holt, 1955. (1955) 

Isaacson, Phillip. A Short Walk through the Pyramids and through the World of Art. New York: Knopf, 1993. 

(1993)  

From Chapter 1 

At Giza, a few miles north of Saqqara, sit three great pyramids, each named for the king ς or Pharaoh ς during whose reign it was built. 
No other buildings are so well known, yet the first sight of them sitting in their field is breathtaking.  
When you walk among them, you walk in a place made for giants. They seem too large to have been made by human beings, too 
perfect to have been formed by nature, and when the sun is overhead, not solid enough to be attached to the sand. In the minutes 
before sunrise, they are the color of faded roses, and when the last rays of the desert sun touch them, they turn to amber. But 
whatever the light, their broad proportions, the beauty of the limestone, and the care with which it is fitted into place create three 
unforgettable works of art. 
What do we learn about art when we look at the pyramids? 



First, when all of the things that go into a work ς its components ς complement one another, they create and object that has a certain 
spirit, and we can call that spirit harmony. The pyramids are harmonious because limestone, a warm, quiet material, is a cordial 
companion for a simple, logical, pleasing shape. In fact, the stone and the shape are so comfortable with each other that the pyramids 
seem inevitable ς as though they were bound to have the form, color, and texture that they do have. 
From A SHORT WALK AROUND THE PYRAMIDS & THROUGH THE WORLD OF ART by Philip M. Isaacson, copyright © 1993 by Philip M. 
LǎŀŀŎǎƻƴΦ  ¦ǎŜŘ ōȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ !ƭŦǊŜŘ !Φ YƴƻǇŦΣ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƛƴǘ ƻŦ wŀƴŘƻƳ IƻǳǎŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ .ƻƻƪǎΣ ŀ ŘƛǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ wŀƴŘƻƳ IƻǳǎŜΣ Lƴc. All 
rights reserved. Any additional use of this text, such as for classroom use or curriculum development, requires independent permission 
from Random House, Inc. 
Media Text  
National Geographic mini-site on the pyramids, which includes diagrams, pictures, and a time line:  
http://www .nationalgeographic.com/pyramids/pyramids.html 

Murphy, Jim. The Great Fire. New York: Scholastic, 1995. (1995) 

From Chapter 1: ñA City Ready to Burnò 

Chicago in 1871 was a city ready to burn. The city boasted having 59,500 buildings, many of themτsuch as the Courthouse and the 
Tribune Buildingτlarge and ornately decorated. The trouble was that about two-thirds of all these structures were made entirely of 
ǿƻƻŘΦ aŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎ όŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǇǊƻŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ άŦƛǊŜǇǊƻƻŦέύ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƻƭƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜre actually jerrybuilt affairs; 
the stone or brick exteriors hid wooden frames and floors, all topped with highly flammable tar or shingle roofs. It was also a common 
practice to disguise wood as another kind of building material. The fancy exterior decorations on just about every building were carved 
from wood, then painted to look like stone or marble. Most churches had steeples that appeared to be solid from the street, but a 
closer inspection would reveal a wooden framework covered with cleverly painted copper or tin. 
The situation was worst in the middle-class and poorer districts. Lot sizes were small, and owners usually filled them up with cottages, 
barns, sheds, and outhousesτall made of fast-burning wood, naturally. Because both Patrick and CatherinŜ hΩ[ŜŀǊȅ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ 
were able to put a large addition on their cottage despite a lot size of just 25 by 100 feet. Interspersed in these residential areas were a 
variety of businessesτpaint factories, lumberyards, distilleries, gasworks, mills, furniture manufacturers, warehouses, and coal 
distributors. 
Wealthier districts were by no means free of fire hazards. Stately stone and brick homes had wood interiors, and stood side by side 
with smaller wood-frame houses. Wooden stables and other storage buildings were common, and trees lined the streets and filled the 
yards. 
Media Text  
The Great Chicago Fire, an exhibit created by the Chicago Historical Society that includes essays and images: 
http://www.chicagohs.org/fire/intro/gcf-index.html 

Greenberg, Jan, and Sandra Jordan. Vincent Van Gogh: Portrait of an Artist. New York: Random 
House, 2001. (2001)  

From Chapter 1: ñA Brabant Boy 1853ï75ò 

I have nature and art and poetry, if that is not enough what is? τLetter to Theo, January 1874 
On March 30, 1853, the handsome, soberly dressed Reverend Theodorus van Gogh entered the ancient town hall of Groot-Zundert, in 
the Brabant, a province of the Netherlands. He opened the birth register to number twenty-nine, where exactly one year earlier he 
ƘŀŘ ǎŀŘƭȅ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ά±ƛƴŎŜƴǘ ²ƛƭƭŜƳ Ǿŀƴ DƻƎƘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭōƻǊƴΦέ .ŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ǿǊƻǘŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ά±ƛƴŎŜƴǘ ²ƛƭƭŜƳ Ǿŀƴ DƻƎƘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ 
Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿΣ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ǎƻƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘƭȅ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƴȅ ǇŀǊǎƻƴŀƎŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǉǳŀǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŀōȅΩǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ was an 
answered prayer for the still-grieving family. 
The first Vincent lay buried in a tiny grave by the door of the church where Pastor van Gogh preached. The Vincent who lived grew to 
be a sturdy redheaded boy. Every Sunday on his way to church, young Vincent would pass the headstone carved with the name he 
ǎƘŀǊŜŘΦ 5ƛŘ ƘŜ ŦŜŜƭ ŀǎ ƛŦ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŀŘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ ±ƛƴŎŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ƘŜŀǊǘs, and that 
he was merely an unsatisfactory replacement? That might have been one of the reasons he spent so much of his life feeling like a 
ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŧƛǘ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ 
Despite his dramatic beginning, Vincent had an ordinary childhood, giving no hint of the painter he would become. The small 
parsonage, with an upstairs just two windows wide under a slanting roof, quickly grew crowded. By the time he was six he had two 
ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΣ !ƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ¢ƘŜƻΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜΦ  
Media Text  
The Van Gogh Gallery, a commercial ²Ŝō ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƛƴƪǎ ǘƻ ±ŀƴ DƻƎƘΩǎ ŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΥ 
http://www.vangoghgallery.com/ 

Partridge, Elizabeth. This Land Was Made for You and Me: The Life and Songs of Woody Guthrie. New York: 

Viking, 2002. (2002)  

From the Preface: ñRamblin ôRoundò 

άL ƘŀǘŜ ŀ ǎƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƴȅ ƎƻƻŘΦ L ƘŀǘŜ ŀ ǎƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ōƻǊƴ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜΦ L am out to 
ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǎƻƴƎǎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǾŜǊȅ ƭŀǎǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƻŦ ŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ŘǊƻǇ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘΦέ 
Woody Guthrie could never ŎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƻŦ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΦ hƴŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜΣ ǾŀƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ 
ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ōŜǎǘΦ IŜΩŘ ǘƘǊƻǿ ƻƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŜȄǘǊŀ ǎƘƛǊǘǎΣ ƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƎǳƛǘŀǊ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙis 
shoulder, and hit the ǊƻŀŘΦ IŜΩŘ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǳƳō ŀƴŘ ƘƛǘŎƘƘƛƪŜΣ ǎǿƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦǊŜƛƎƘǘ ǘǊŀƛƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƴƪŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ 
traveling men in flophouses, hobo jungles, and Hoovervilles across Depression America. 
He moved restlessly from state to state, soaking up some songs: work songs, mountain and cowboy songs, sea chanteys, songs from 
the southern chain gangs. He added them to the dozens he already knew from his childhood until he was bursting with American folk 
songs. Playing the guitar and singing, he started making up new ones: hard-bitten, rough-edged songs that told it like it was, full of 
anger and hardship and hope and love. Woody said the best songs came to him when he was walking down a road. He always had 



fifteen or twenty songs running around in his mind, just waiting to be put together. Sometimes he knew the words, but not the 
ƳŜƭƻŘȅΦ ¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŜΩŘ ōƻǊǊƻǿ ŀ ǘǳƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǿŜƭƭ ƪƴƻǿƴτthe simpler the better. As he walked along, he tried to catch a 
good, easy song that people could sing the first time they heard it, remember, and sing again later. 

Monk, Linda R. Words We Live By: Your Annotated Guide to the Constitution. New York: Hyperion, 2003. 

(2003)  

From ñWe the People é ò 

The first three word of the Constitution are the most important. They clearly state that the peopleτnot the king, not the legislature, 
not the courtsτare the true rulers in American government. This principle is known as popular sovereignty. 
.ǳǘ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ά²Ŝ ǘƘŜ tŜƻǇƭŜέΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŎŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎΦ !ǎ [ǳŎȅ {ǘƻƴŜΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀŘǾƻŎŀǘŜǎ ŦƻǊ 
ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘǎΣ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ муроΣ άΨ²Ŝ ǘƘŜ tŜƻǇƭŜΩΚ ²ƘƛŎƘ Ψ²Ŝ ǘƘŜ tŜƻǇƭŜΩΚ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΦέ bŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƳŀƭŜs 
who did not own property, American Indians, or African Americansτslave or free. Justice Thurgood Marshall, the first African 
American on the Supreme Court, described the limitation: 
CƻǊ ŀ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜǾƻƭǾƛƴƎ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴΣ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƴƻ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘΩǎ preamble: 
Ψ²Ŝ ǘƘŜ tŜƻǇƭŜΦΩ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ CƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ CŀǘƘŜǊǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ ƛƴ мтутΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƧƻǊƛǘȅ ƻŦ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴǎ Φ Φ Φ 
The men who gathered in Philadelphia in 1787 could not . . . have imagined, nor would they have accepted, that the document they 
were drafting would one day be construed by a Supreme court to which had been appointed a woman and the descendant of an 
African slave. 
¢ƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜƴŘƳŜƴǘ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎΣ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴΩǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ά²Ŝ ǘƘŜ 
tŜƻǇƭŜΦέ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ /ƛǾil War, the Thirteenth Amendment ended slavery, the Fourteenth Amendment gave African Americans 
citizenship, and the Fifteenth Amendment gave black men the vote. In 1920, the Nineteenth Amendment gave women the right to 
vote nationwide, and in 1971, the Twenty-sixth Amendment extended suffrage to eighteen-year-olds. 

Freedman, Russell. Freedom Walkers: The Story of the Montgomery Bus Boycott. New York: Holiday House, 

2006. (2006)  

From the Introduction: ñWhy They Walkedò 

Not so long ago in Montgomery, Alabama, the color of your skin determined where you could sit on a public bus. If you happened to 
be an African American, you had to sit in the back of the bus, even if there were empty seats up front. 
Back then, racial segregation was the rule throughout the American South. Strict lawsτŎŀƭƭŜŘ άWƛƳ /Ǌƻǿέ ƭŀǿǎτenforced a system of 
white supremacy that discriminated against blacks and kept them in their place as second-class citizens. 
People were separated by race from the moment they were born in segregated hospitals until the day they were buried in segregated 
cemeteries. Blacks and whites did not attend the same schools, worship in the same churches, eat in the same restaurants, sleep in the 
same hotels, drink from the same water fountains, or sit together in the same movie theaters. 
In Montgomery, it was against the law for a white person and a Negro to play checkers on public property or ride together in a taxi. 
Most southern blacks were denied their right to vote. The biggest obstacle was the poll tax, a special tax that was required of all voters 
but was too costly for many blacks and for poor whites as well. Voters also had to pass a literacy test to prove that they could read, 
write, and understand the U.S. Constitution. These tests were often rigged to disqualify even highly educated blacks. Those who 
overcame the obstacles and insisted on registering as voters faced threats, harassment. And even physical violence. As a result, African 
Americans in the South could not express their grievances in the voting booth, which for the most part, was closed to them. But there 
were other ways to protest, and one day a half century ago, the black citizens in Montgomery rose up in protest and united to demand 
their rightsτby walking peacefully. 
It all started on a bus. 

Informational Texts: Science, Mathematics, and Technical Subjects 

Macaulay, David. Cathedral: The Story of Its Construction. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1973. (1973)  

From pages 51ï56 

In order to construct the vaulted ceiling a wooden scaffold was erected connecting the two walls of the choir one hundred and thirty 
feet above ground. On the scaffolding wooden centerings like those used for the flying buttresses were installed. They would support 
the arched stone ribs until the mortar was dry, at which times the ribs could support themselves. The ribs carried the webbing, which 
was the ceiling itself. The vaults were constructed one bay at a time, a bay being the rectangular area between four piers. 
One by one, the cut stones of the ribs, called voussoirs, were hoisted onto the centering and mortared into place by the masons. 
Finally the keystone was lowered into place to lock the ribs together at the crown, the highest point of the arch. 
The carpenters then installed pieces of wood, called lagging that spanned the space between two centerings. On top of the lagging the 
masons laid one course or layer of webbing stones. The lagging supported the course of webbing until the mortar was dry. The 
webbing was constructed of the lightest possible stone to lessen the weight on the ribs. Two teams, each with a mason and a 
carpenter, worked simultaneously from both sides of the vault ς installing first the lagging, then the webbing. When they met in the 
center the vault was complete. The vaulting over the aisle was constructed in the same way and at the same time. 
When the mortar in the webbing had set, a four-inch layer of concrete was poured over the entire vault to prevent any cracking 
between the stones. Once the concrete had set, the lagging was removed and the centering was lowered and moved onto the 
scaffolding of the next bay. The procedure was repeated until eventually the entire choir was vaulted. 

Mackay, Donald. The Building of Manhattan. New York: Harper & Row, 1987. (1987) 

Media Text  
Manhattan on the Web: History, a Web portal hosted by the New York Public Library: 
http://legacy.www.nypl.org/branch/manhattan/index2.cfm?Trg=1&d1=865 



Enzensberger, Hans Magnus. The Number Devil: A Mathematical Adventure. Illustrated by Rotraut Susanne 

Berner. Translated by Michael Henry Heim. New York: Henry Holt, 1998. (1998)  

From ñThe First Nightò 

Φ Φ Φ άL ǎŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ŘŜǾƛƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿǊȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳǊ aǊΦ .ƻŎƪŜƭΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ Ƙŀǎ nothing 
ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀnt to know something? Most genuine mathematicians are bad at sums. Besides, 
ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǎǘŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŎŀƭŎǳƭŀǘƻǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŦƻǊΦ L ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜΦ 
ά{ǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦέ 
άL ǎŜŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ŘŜǾƛƭΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ 
ȅƻǳǊ ōŀǘǘŜǊȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΦ .ǳǘ ƳŀǘƘŜƳŀǘƛŎǎΣ Ƴȅ ōƻȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΗέ Φ Φ Φ 
Φ Φ Φ  ά¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ǎƻ ŘŜǾƛƭƛǎƘ ƛǎ ǇǊŜŎƛǎŜƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŎŀƭŎǳƭŀǘƻǊ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ƛǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ 
one thing and one thing only: one. With oneτI am speaking of the numeral of courseτyou can do almost anything. If you are afraid of 
large numbersτƭŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ ŦƛǾŜ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ ǎŜǾŜƴ Ƙǳƴdred and twenty-three thousand eight hundred and twelveτall you have to do is start 
with 
1 + 1 
1+1+1 
1+1+1+1 
1+1+1+1+1 
Φ Φ Φ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛǾŜ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ ŜǘŎŜǘŜǊŀΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳΚ 

Peterson, Ivars and Nancy Henderson. Math Trek: Adventures in the Math Zone. San Francisco: Jossey-

Bass, 2000. (2000)  

From ñTrek 7, The Fractal Pond Raceò 

CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ŀ ǇƻƴŘΩǎ ŜŘƎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀƴŎƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘǊŜŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƛŎŀǘŜ ŦƻǊƳǎ ƻŦ ǎƴƻǿŦƭŀƪŜǎΣ ǎƘŀǇŜǎ ƛƴ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ŀre often 
more complicated than geometrical shapes such as circles, spheres, angles, cones, rectangles, and cubes. Benoit Mandelbrot, a 
mathematics professor at Yale University and an IBM fellow, was the first person to recognize how amazingly common this type of 
structure is in nature. In 1975, he coined the term fractal for shapes that repeat themselves within an object. The word fractal comes 
ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ [ŀǘƛƴ ǘŜǊƳ ŦƻǊ άōǊƻƪŜƴΦέ 
In 1904, long before Mandelbrot conceived of fractals, Swedish mathematician Helge von Koch created and intriguing but puzzling 
curve. It zigzags in such an odd pattern that it seems impossible to start at one point and follow the curve to reach another point.  
[ƛƪŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ƴƻǿ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦǊŀŎǘŀƭǎΣ YƻŎƘΩǎ ŎǳǊǾŜ ƛǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ƎŜƴŜǊŀte by starting with a simple figure and turning it into an 
increasingly crinkly form. 

What to Do 
1. Draw an equilateral triangle with each side measuring 9 centimeters. (Remember, each angle of an equilateral triangle 

ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜǎ слɕΦύ 
2. Divide each 9-centimeter side into three parts, each measuring three centimeters. At the middle of each side, add an 

equilateral triangle one third the size of the original, facing outward. Because each side of the original triangle is 9 
centimeters, the new triangles will have 3-centimeter sides. When you examine the outer edge of your diagram you should 
see a six-pointed star made up of 12 line segments. 

3. At the middle of each segment of the star, add a triangle one ninth the side of the original triangle. The new triangles will 
have sides 1 centimeter in length so divide each 3-centimeter segment into thirds, and use the middle third to form a new 
triangle. 

4. Going one step farther, you create a shape that begins to resemble a snowflake. If you were to continue the process by 
endlessly adding smaller and smaller triangles to every new side, you would produce the Koch snowflake curve. Between 
any two points, the snowflake would have an infinite number of zigzags.  

Katz, John. Geeks: How Two Lost Boys Rode the Internet out of Idaho. New York: Broadway Books, 2001. 

(2001) 
Jesse and Eric lived in a cave-an airless two-bedroom apartment in a dank stucco-and-brick complex on the outskirts of Caldwell. Two 
doors down, chickens paraded around the street.  
The apartment itself was dominated by two computers that sat across from the front door like twin shrines. Everything else-the piles 
of dirty laundry, the opened Doritos bags, the empty cans of generic soda pop, two ratty old chairs, and a moldering beanbag chair-
was dispensable, an afterthought, props.  
WŜǎǎŜΩǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ tŜƴǘƛǳƳ мм оллΣ !ǎǳǎ tн. όLƴǘŜƭ .· ŎƘƛǇǎŜǘύ ƳƻǘƘŜǊōƻŀǊŘΤ ŀ aŀǘǊƛȄ aƛƭƭŜƴƛǳǊƴ LL !DtΤ мсл a. {5w!a ǿƛǘƘ a 
15.5 GB total hard-drive space; a 4X CD-recorder; 24X CD-ROM; a 17-inch Micron monitor. Plus a scanner and printer. A well-thumbed 
paperback-YŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜ 5ǳƴƴΩǎ ƴƻǾŜƭ DŜŜƪ [ƻǾŜ-served as his mousepad.  
9ǊƛŎΩǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΥ ŀƴ !a5 Y-6 233 with a generic motherboard; an S3 video card, a 15-inch monitor; a 2.5 GB hard drive with 36 MB 
SDRAM. Jesse wangled the parts for both from work. 
They stashed their bikes and then Jesse blasted in through the door, which was always left open since he can never hang on to keys, 
ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ t/Σ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƻƴΦ IŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ 9ǊƛŎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦ ά²Ŝ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ them like 
ŎŀǊǘƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƳƛƭƪΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ b¢ рΣ b¢ пΣ ²ƻǊƪ {ǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ²ƛƴŘƻǿǎ фуΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ 9ǊƛŎ ƘŀŘ ōŜƎǳƴ ŦƻƻƭƛƴƎ 
around with Linux, the complex, open-source software system rapidly spreading across the world. 

Petroski, Henry. ñThe Evolution of the Grocery Bag.ò American Scholar 72.4 (Autumn 2003). (2003) 

That much-reviled bottleneck known as the American supermarket checkout lane would be an even greater exercise in frustration 
were it not for several technological advances. The Universal Product Code and the decoding laser scanner, introduced in 1974, tally a 
ǎƘƻǇǇŜǊΩǎ ƎǊƻŎŜǊƛŜǎ ŦŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎǳǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŜǘƘƻŘ ƻŦ ƛƴǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜ Ƴŀƴǳŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎŀǎƘ ǊŜƎƛǎter. But 



beeping a large order past the scanner would have led only to a faster pileup of cans and boxes down the line, where the bagger 
works, had it not been for the introduction, more than a century earlier, of an even greater technological masterpiece: the square-
bottomed paper bag. 
The geometry of paper bags continues to hold a magical appeal for those of us who are fascinated by how ordinary things are designed 
and made. Originally, grocery bags were created on demand by storekeepers, who cut, folded, and pasted sheets of paper, making 
versatile containers into which purchases could be loaded for carrying home. The first paper bags manufactured commercially are said 
ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ƛƴ .ǊƛǎǘƻƭΣ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ муплǎΦ Lƴ мурнΣ ŀ άaŀŎƘƛƴŜ ŦƻǊ aŀƪƛƴƎ .ŀƎǎ ƻŦ tŀǇŜǊέ ǿŀǎ ǇŀǘŜƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ōȅ 
Francis WolleΣ ƻŦ .ŜǘƘƭŜƘŜƳΣ tŜƴƴǎȅƭǾŀƴƛŀΦ !ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ²ƻƭƭŜΩǎ ƻǿƴ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜΩǎ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ άǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƻŦ 
suitable length are given out from a roll of the required width, cut off from the roll and otherwise suitably cut to the required shape, 
foldŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜŘƎŜǎ ǇŀǎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǇǇŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ōŀƎǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ άǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ōŀƎǎέ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǘŜ ƻŦ 
ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǇŜǊ ƘƻǳǊ ōȅ ²ƻƭƭŜΩǎ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ ǿŜǊŜΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƴƻǘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΣ ƴƻǊ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ Ƙŀǎ ȅŜǘ to see 
the development of a perfect object, though it has seen many satisfactory ones and many substantially improved ones. The concept of 
comparative improvement is embedded in the paradigm for invention, the better mousetrap. No one is ever likely to lay claim to a 
άōŜǎǘέ ƳƻǳǎŜǘǊŀǇΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜŎƭǳŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƻǊ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƳƻǳǎŜǘǊŀǇ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ the 
embarrassment of having previously declared the search complete. As with the mousetrap, so with the bag. 

ñGeology.ò U*X*L Encyclopedia of Science. Edited by Rob Nagel. Farmington Hills, Mich.: Gale Cengage 

Learning, 2007. (2007) 

Geology is the scientific study of Earth. Geologists study the planetτits formation, its internal structure, its materials, its chemical and 
physical processes, and its history. Mountains, valleys, plains, sea floors, minerals, rocks, fossils, and the processes that create and 
destroy each of these are all the domain of the geologist. Geology is divided into two broad categories of study: physical geology and 
historical geology. 
Physical geology is concerned with the processes occurring on or below the surface of Earth and the materials on which they operate. 
These processes include volcanic eruptions, landslides, earthquakes, and floods. Materials include rocks, air, seawater, soils, and 
ǎŜŘƛƳŜƴǘΦ tƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ƎŜƻƭƻƎȅ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŘƛǾƛŘŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎΣ ŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘŜŀƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƳŀǘŜrials, 
landforms, and processes. Mineralogy and petrology investigate the composition and origin of minerals and rocks. Volcanologists 
study lava, rocks, and gases on live, dormant, and extinct volcanoes. Seismologists use instruments to monitor and predict 
earthquakes and volcanic eruptions. 
Historical geology is concerned with the chronology of eǾŜƴǘǎΣ ōƻǘƘ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ŀƴŘ ōƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ 
Paleontologists study fossils (remains of ancient life) for evidence of the evolution of life on Earth. Fossils not only relate evolution, but 
also speak of the environment in which the organism lived. Corals in rocks at the top of the Grand Canyon in Arizona, for example, 
show a shallow sea flooded the area around 290 million years ago. In addition, by determining the ages and types of rocks around the 
world, geologists piece together continental and oceanic history over the past few billion years. Plate tectonics (the study of the 
ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ŎǊǳǎǘύ ŀŘŘǎ ǘƻ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŦƛƎǳǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴŜƴǘǎ and 
oceans. 
From UXL ENCY SKI V10, 2E. © Gale, a part of Cengage Learning, Inc. Reproduced by permission.   

ñSpace Probe.ò Astronomy & Space: From the Big Bang to the Big Crunch. Edited by Phillis Engelbert. 

Farmington Hills, Mich.: Gale Cengage Learning, 2009. (2009) 
A space proōŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ǳƴǇƛƭƻǘŜŘ ǎǇŀŎŜŎǊŀŦǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƻǊōƛǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ aƻƻƴΣ ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎΣ ŀǎǘŜǊƻƛŘǎΣ ŎƻƳŜǘǎΣ ƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎ ƛƴ 
outer space as directed by onboard computers and/or instructions send from Earth. The purpose of such missions is to make scientific 
observations, such as taking pictures, measuring atmospheric conditions, and collecting soil samples, and to bring or report the data 
back to Earth. 
Numerous space probes have been launched since the former Soviet Union first fired Luna 1 toward the Moon in 1959. Probes have 
now visited each of the eight planets in the solar system. 
In fact, two probesτVoyager 1 and Voyager 2τare approaching the edge of the solar system, for their eventual trip into the 
interstellar medium. By January 2008 Voyager 1 was about 9.4 billion miles (15.2 billion kilometers) from the Sun and in May 2008 it 
entered the heliosheath (the boundary where the solar wind is thought to end), which is the area that roughly divides the solar system 
from interstellar space. Voyager 2 is not quite as far as its sister probe. Voyager 1 is expected to be the first human space probe to 
leave the solar system. Both Voyager probes are still transmitting signals back to Earth. They are expected to help gather further 
information as to the true boundary of the solar system. 
The earliest probes traveled to the closest extraterrestrial target, the Moon. The former Soviet Union launched a series of Luna probes 
that provided humans with first pictures of the far side of the Moon. In 1966, Luna 9 made the first successful landing on the Moon 
ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴ ŦƻƻǘŀƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ aƻƻƴΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΦ 
The National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA) initially made several unsuccessful attempts to send a probe to the Moon. 
Not until 1964 did a Ranger probe reach its mark and send back thousands of pictures. Then, a few months after Luna 9, NASA landed 
Surveyor on the Moon. 
In the meantime, NASA was moving ahead with the first series of planetary probes, called Mariner. Mariner 2 first reached the planet 
Venus in 1962. Later Mariner spacecrafts flew by Mars in 1964 and 1969, providing detailed images of that planet. In 1971, Mariner 9 
ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǇŀŎŜŎǊŀŦǘ ǘƻ ƻǊōƛǘ aŀǊǎΦ 5ǳǊƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ȅŜŀǊ ƛƴ ƻǊōƛǘΣ aŀǊƛƴŜǊ фΩǎ ǘǿƻ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴ ŎŀƳŜǊŀǎ ǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǘǘŜŘ Ŧƻƻǘŀge of an intense 
aŀǊǘƛŀƴ Řǳǎǘ ǎǘƻǊƳΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ фл ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ aŀǊǘƛŀƴ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎŀǘŜƭƭƛǘŜǎ όƳƻƻƴǎύΦ 
Encounters were also made with Mars in 1976 by the U.S. probes Viking 1 and Viking 2. Each Viking spacecraft consisted of both an 
orbiter and a lander. Viking 1 made the first successful soft landing on Mars on July 20, 1976. Soon after, Viking 2 landed on the 
opposite side of the planet. The Viking orbiters made reports on the Martian weather and photographed almost the entire surface of 
the planet. 
From ASTRONOMY & SPACE V2, 1E. © 1997 Gale, a part of Cengage Learning, Inc. Reproduced by permission.   



ñElementary Particles.ò New Book of Popular Science. New York: Scholastic, 2010. (2010) 

California Invasive Plant Council. Invasive Plant Inventory. http://www.cal-ipc.org/ip/inventory/index.php. 

2006ï 2010. (2010)  
¢ƘŜ LƴǾŜƴǘƻǊȅ ŎŀǘŜƎƻǊƛȊŜǎ Ǉƭŀƴǘǎ ŀǎ IƛƎƘΣ aƻŘŜǊŀǘŜΣ ƻǊ [ƛƳƛǘŜŘΣ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǾŜƭ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎΩ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜ ŜŎƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƛƳǇact in 
California. Other factors, such as economic impact or difficulty of management, are not included in this assessment. It is important to 
note that even Limited species are invasive and should be of concern to land managers. Although the impact of each plant varies 
regionally, its rating represents cumulative impacts statewide. Therefore, a plant whose statewide impacts are categorized as Limited 
may have more severe impacts in a particular region. Conversely, a plant categorized as having a High cumulative impact across 
California may have very little impact in some regions.  
The Inventory Review Committee, Cal-IPC staff, and volunteers drafted assessments for each plant based on the formal criteria system 
described below. The committee solicited information from land managers across the state to complement the available literature. 
Assessments were released for public review before the committee finalized them. The 2006 list includes 39 High species, 65 
Moderate species, and 89 Limited species. Additional information, including updated observations, will be added to this website 
periodically, with revisions tracked and dated.  

Definitions 

¢ƘŜ LƴǾŜƴǘƻǊȅ ŎŀǘŜƎƻǊƛȊŜǎ άƛƴǾŀǎƛǾŜ ƴƻƴ-ƴŀǘƛǾŜ Ǉƭŀƴǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴ ǿƛƭŘƭŀƴŘǎέ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴǎ ōŜƭƻǿΦ tƭŀƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ 
evaluated only if they invade California wildlands with native habitat values. The Inventory does not include plants found solely in 
areas of human-caused disturbance such as roadsides and cultivated agricultural fields.  

¶ Wildlands are public and private lands that support native ecosystems, including some working landscapes such as grazed 
rangeland and active timberland. 

¶ Non-native plants are species introduced to California after European contact and as a direct or indirect result of human 
activity. 

¶ Invasive non-native plants that threaten wildlands are plants that 1) are not native to, yet can spread into, wildland 
ecosystems, and that also 2) displace native species, hybridize with native species, alter biological communities, or alter 
ecosystem processes. 

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts: History/Social Studies & Science, 

Mathematics, and Technical Subjects  
¶ Students analyze the governmental structure of the United States and support their analysis by citing specific textual 

evidence from primary sources such as the Preamble and First Amendment of the U.S. Constitution as well as secondary 
ǎƻǳǊŎŜǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ [ƛƴŘŀ wΦ aƻƴƪΩǎ Words We Live By: Your Annotated Guide to the Constitution. [RH.6ς8.1] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŜǾŀƭǳŀǘŜ WƛƳ aǳǊǇƘȅΩǎ The Great Fire to identify which aspects of the text (e.g., loaded language and the inclusion 
of particular facts) reveal Ƙƛǎ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΤ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘƛƴƎ /ƘƛŎŀƎƻ ŀǎ ŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ άǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ōǳǊƴΦέ ώwIΦсς8.6] 

¶ Students describe how Russell Freedman in his book Freedom Walkers: The Story of the Montgomery Bus Boycott integrates 
and presents information both sequentially and causally to explain how the civil rights movement began. [RH.6ς8.5] 

¶ Students integrate the quantitative or technical information expressed in the text ƻŦ 5ŀǾƛŘ aŀŎŀǳƭŀȅΩǎ Cathedral: The Story 
of Its Construction with the information conveyed by the diagrams and models Macaulay provides, developing a deeper 
understanding of Gothic architecture. [RST.6ς8.7] 

¶ Students construct a holistic picture of the history of Manhattan by comparing and contrasting the information gained from 
5ƻƴŀƭŘ aŀŎƪŀȅΩǎ The Building of Manhattan with the multimedia sources ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ άaŀƴƘŀǘǘŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ²Ŝōέ ǇƻǊǘŀƭ 
hosted by the New York Public Library (http://legacy.www.nypl.org/branch/manhattan/index2.cfm?Trg=1&d1=865). 
[RST.6ς8.9] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦǊŀŎǘŀƭ ƎŜƻƳŜǘǊȅ ōȅ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ LǾŀǊǎ tŜǘŜǊǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ bŀƴŎȅ IŜƴŘŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ Math Trek: Adventures in the Math 
Zone and then generate their own fractal geometric structure by following the multistep procedure for creating a KƻŎƘΩǎ 
curve. [RST.6ς8.3] 

Grades 9 and 10 Text Exemplars 

Stories 

Homer. The Odyssey. Translated by Robert Fagles. New York: Viking, 1996. (8th century BCE)  

From Book One 

Sing to me of the man, Muse, the man of twists and turns driven time and again off course, once he had plundered the hallowed 
heights of Troy. 
Many cities of men he saw and learned their minds, many pains he suffered, heartsick on the open sea, fighting to save his life and 
bring his comrades home. But he could not save them from disaster, hard as he stroveτ the recklessness of their own ways destroyed 
them all, the blind fools, they devoured the cattle of the Sun and the Sungod blotted out the day of their return. 
Launch out on his story, Muse, daughter of Zeus. 
Start from where you willτsing for our time too. 
By now, all the survivors, all who avoided headlong death were safe at home,  
escaped the wars and waves.  
.ǳǘ ƻƴŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƭƻƴŜΧ 
his heart set on his wife and his returnτCalypso, the bewitching nymph, the lustrous goddess, held him back, deep in her arching 
caverns, craving him for a husband. But then, when the wheeling seasons brought the year around. 



That year spun out by the gods when he should reach his home, Ithacaτthough not even there would he be free of trials, even among 
his loved onesτthen every god took pity, all except Poseidon. He raged on, seething against the great Odysseus till he reached his 
native land. 
ά.ƻƻƪ мΥ !ǘƘŜƴŀ LƴǎǇƛǊŜǎ ǘƘŜ tǊƛƴŎŜέ ōȅ IƻƳŜǊΣ ŦǊƻƳ ¢I9 h5¸{{9¸ ōȅ IƻƳŜǊΣ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘŜŘ ōȅ wƻōŜǊǘ CŀƎƭŜǎΣ ŎƻǇȅǊƛƎƘǘ ϭ мффс ōy Robert 
Fagles. Used by permission of Viking Penquin, a division of Penguin group (USA) Inc. 

Ovid. Metamorphoses. Translated by A. S. Kline. Ann Arbor: Borders Classics, 2004 (AD 8).  

From ñDaphneò 
Ψ²ŀƛǘ ƴȅƳǇƘΣ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƻŦ tŜƴŜǳǎΣ L ōŜƎ ȅƻǳΗ L ǿƘƻ ŀƳ ŎƘŀǎing you am not your enemy. Nymph, Wait! This is the way a sheep runs 
from the wolf, a deer from the mountain lion, and a dove with fluttering wings flies from the eagle: everything flies from its foes, but it 
is love that is driving me to follow you! Pity me! I am afraid you might fall headlong or thorns undeservedly scar your legs and I be a 
cause of grief to you! These are rough places you run through. Slow down, I ask you, check your flight, and I too will slow. At least 
enquire whom it is you have charmed. I am no mountain man, no shepherd, no rough guardian of the herds and flocks. Rash girl, you 
Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜΣ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ Ǌǳƴ ŦǊƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ǊǳƴΦ 5ŜƭǇƘƛΩǎ ƭŀƴŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƳƛƴŜΣ /ƭŀǊƻǎ ŀƴŘ ¢ŜƴŜŘƻǎΣ ŀƴŘ tŀǘŀǊŀ 
acknowledges me king. Jupiter is my father. Through me what was, what is, and what will be, are revealed. Through me strings sound 
in harmony, to song. My aim is certain, but an arrow truer than mine, has wounded my free heart! The whole world calls me the 
bringer of aid; medicine is my invention; my power is in herbs. But love cannot be healed by any herb, nor can the arts that cure others 
ŎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻǊŘΗΩ 
He would have said more as timid Peneïs ran, still lovely to see, leaving him with his words unfinished. The winds bared her body, the 
opposing breezes in her way fluttered her clothes, and the light airs threw her streaming hair behind her, her beauty enhanced by 
flight. But the young god could no longer waste time on further blandishments, urged on by Amor, he ran on at full speed. Like a 
hound of Gaul starting a hare in an empty field, that heads for its prey, she for safety: he, seeming about to clutch her, thinks now, or 
now, he has her fast, grazing her heels with his outstretched jaws, while she uncertain whether she is already caught, escaping his bite, 
spurts from the muzzle touching her. So the virgin and the god: he driven by desire, she by fear. He ran faster, Amor giving him wings, 
and allowed her no rest, hung on her fleeing shoulders, breathed on the hair flying round her neck. Her strength was gone, she grew 
ǇŀƭŜΣ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǊŀǇƛŘ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ tŜƴŜǳǎΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊǎ ƴŜŀǊ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘ ΨIŜƭǇ ƳŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΗ LŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘǊŜŀƳǎ have divine 
ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƳŜΣ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜǎ ǘƻƻ ǿŜƭƭΗΩ IŜǊ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŎŜƭȅ done when a heavy numbness seized her limbs, 
thin bark closed over her breast, her hair turned into leaves, her arms into branches, her feet so swift a moment ago stuck fast in slow-
growing roots, her face was lost in the canopy. Only her shining beauty was left. 
Even like this Phoebus loved her and, placing his hand against the trunk, he felt her heart still quivering under the new bark. He clasped 
the branches as if they were parts of human arms, and kissed the wood. But even the wood shrank from his kisses, and the god said 
Ψ{ƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ Ƴȅ ōǊƛŘŜΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ Ƴȅ ǘǊŜŜΗ [ŀǳǊŜƭΣ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ƭȅǊŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ quiver. 
You will go with the Roman generals when joyful voices acclaim their triumph, and the Capitol witnesses their long processions. You 
ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ !ǳƎǳǎǘǳǎΩǎ ŘƻƻǊǇƻǎǘǎΣ ŀ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿƴ ƻŦ ƻŀƪ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ !ƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ my 
head with its un-cropped hair is always young, so you also will wear the beauty of undying leavesΦΩ tŀŜŀƴ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜΥ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǳǊŜƭ ōƻǿŜŘ 
her newly made branches, and seemed to shake her leafy crown like a head giving consent. 

Gogol, Nikolai. ñThe Nose.ò Translated by Ronald Wilks. Diary of a Madman, and Other Stories. New York: 

Penguin, 1972. (1836)  
An extraordinarily strange thing happened in St. Petersburg on 25 March. Ivan Yakovlevich, a barber who lived on Voznesensky Avenue 
(his surname has got lost and all that his shop-ŦǊƻƴǘ ǎƛƎƴōƻŀǊŘ ǎƘƻǿǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ŎƘŜŜƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ΨWe also 
ƭŜǘ ōƭƻƻŘΩύ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŜƭǘ Ƙƻǘ ōǊŜŀŘΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ōŜŘ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎtable 
lady and a great coffee-drinker, taking some freshly baked rolls out of the oven. 
ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ tǊŀǎƪƻǾȅŀ hǎƛǇƻǾƴŀΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ LǾŀƴ ¸ŀƪƻǾƭŜǾƛŎƘΦ ΨLΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ Ƙƻǘ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ƻƴƛƻƴ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦΩ όIŜǊŜ L 
must explain that Ivan Yakovlevich would really have liked to have had some coffee as well, but knew it was quite out of the question 
to expect both coffŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƭƭǎΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ tǊŀǎƪƻǾȅŀ hǎƛǇƻǾƴŀ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƪƛƴŘƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƘƛƳǎ ƻŦ ƘƛǎΦύ Ψ[Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ŧƻƻƭ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ 
ōǊŜŀŘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ŜȄǘǊŀ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΗΩ !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ŀ Ǌƻƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ 
Ivan pulled his frock-coat over hiǎ ƴƛƎƘǘǎƘƛǊǘ ŦƻǊ ŘŜŎŜƴŎȅΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΣ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŀƭǘΣ ǇŜŜƭŜŘ ǘǿƻ ƻƴƛƻƴǎΣ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ 
knife and with a determined expression on his face started cutting one of the rolls. 
When he had sliced the roll in two, he peered into the middle and was amazed to see something white there. Ivan carefully picked at it 
ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴƛŦŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊΦ ΨvǳƛǘŜ ǘƘƛŎƪΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘ Ŏŀƴ ƛǘ ōŜΚΩ 
He poked two fingers in and pulled outτa nose! 
He flopped back in his chair, and began rubbing his eyes and feeling around in the roll again. Yes, it was a nose all right, no mistake 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴŘΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜΣ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ƴƻǎŜΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƻǊǊƻǊΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǊǊƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇŀǊed with his 
ǿƛŦŜΩǎ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀǘƛƻn. 
Ψ¸ƻǳ ōŜŀǎǘΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ƴƻǎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦΚΩ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ Ψ¸ƻǳ ǎŎƻǳƴŘǊŜƭΗ ¸ƻǳ ŘǊǳƴƪŀǊŘΗ LΩƭƭ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƭƛce myself, I 
ǿƛƭƭΦ ¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛŜŦΗ /ƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ LΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘ Ǉulling their noses 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘŀȅ ƻƴ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΗΩ 
But Ivan felt more dead than alive. He knew that the nose belonged to none other than Collegiate Assessor Kovalyov, whom he shaved 
on Wednesdays and Sundays. 
Ψ²ŀƛǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣ tǊŀǎƪƻǾȅŀΗ LΩƭƭ ǿǊŀǇ ƛǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ŎƭƻǘƘ ŀƴŘ ŘǳƳǇ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ  
LΩƭƭ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦΩ 
ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΗ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ŀ ǎŀǿƴ-off nose lie about in my room ... you fathead! All you can do is strop that 
blasted razor of yours and let everything else go to pot. Layabout! Night-bird! And you expect me to cover up for you with the police! 
¸ƻǳ ŦƛƭǘƘȅ ǇƛƎΗ .ƭƻŎƪƘŜŀŘΗ DŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǎŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƻǳǘΗ 5ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ hanging around here a 
ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΗΩ 
LǾŀƴ ¸ŀƪƻǾƭŜǾƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǎǘǳƴƴŜŘΦ IŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ 



ΨLΩƳ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ƛŦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΗΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊΦ ΨL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŎŜǊǘŀƛn if I came home drunk or 
ƴƻǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ !ƭƭ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ōǊŜŀŘ ƛǎ ōŀƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƻǾŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƴƻǎŜǎ ƛƴ ōŀƪŜǊƛŜǎΦ /ŀƴΩǘ Ƴake head or tail 
ƻŦ ƛǘΗ ΦΦΦΩ  
Ivan Yakovlevich lapsed into silence. The thought that the police might search the place, find the nose and afterwards bring a charge 
against him, very nearly sent him out of his mind. Already he could see that scarlet collar beautifully embroidered with silver, that 
sword ... and he began shaking all over. Finally he put on his ǎŎǊǳŦŦȅ ƻƭŘ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ tǊŀǎƪƻǾȅŀ hǎƛǇƻǾƴŀΩǎ ǾƛƎƻǊƻǳǎ 
invective ringing in his ears, wrapped the nose up in a piece of cloth and went out into the street. 
All he wanted was to stuff it away somewhere, either hiding it between two curb-stoneǎ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ ΨŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭƭȅΩ 
dropping it and slinking off down a side street. But as luck would have it, he kept bumping into friends, who would insist on asking: 
Ψ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦ ǘƻΚΩ ƻǊ ΨLǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚΩ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ 
hƴŎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƻ ŘǊƻǇ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜƳŀƴ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƭōŜǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΥ ΨtƛŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇΗ /ŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΗΩ !ƴŘ LǾŀƴ ¸ŀƪƻǾƭŜǾƛŎƘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ƛǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƘƛŘŜ ƛǘ ƛn his pocket. Despair gripped him, especially as the streets were getting 
more and more crowded now as the shops and stalls began to open. 
IŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ {ǘΦ LǎŀŀŎΩǎ .ǊƛŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘǊƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ wƛǾŜǊ bŜǾŀ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴȅƻƴe seeing him. But 
here I am rather at fault for not telling you before something about Ivan Yakovlevich, who in many ways was a man you could respect. 

De Voltaire, F. A. M. Candide, Or The Optimist. Translated by H. Morley. London: George Routledge and 

Sons, Ltd., 1888. (1759) 

In the country of Westphalia, in the castle of the most noble Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh, lived a youth whom Nature had endowed 
with a most sweet disposition. His face was the true index of his mind. He had a solid judgment joined to the most unaffected 
simplicity; and hence, I presume, he had his name of Candide. The old servants of the house suspected him to have been the son of 
ǘƘŜ .ŀǊƻƴΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ōȅ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘΣ ǿƘƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƭŀŘȅ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ to marry, because he could 
produce no more than threescore and eleven quarterings in his arms; the rest of the genealogical tree belonging to the family having 
been lost through the injuries of time.  
The Baron was one of the most powerful lords in Westphalia, for his castle had not only a gate, but even windows, and his great hall 
was hung with tapestry. He used to hunt with his mastiffs and spaniels instead of greyhounds; his groom served him for huntsman; 
and the parson of the parish officiated as his gǊŀƴŘ ŀƭƳƻƴŜǊΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άaȅ [ƻǊŘέ ōȅ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ ōǳǘ 
everyone laughed at it.  
My Lady Baroness, who weighed three hundred and fifty pounds, consequently was a person of no small consideration; and then she 
did the honors of the house with a dignity that commanded universal respect. Her daughter was about seventeen years of age, fresh-
ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘΣ ŎƻƳŜƭȅΣ ǇƭǳƳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎƛǊŀōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ .ŀǊƻƴΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ȅƻǳǘƘ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ǿƻǊǘƘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŜ ǎǇǊǳƴƎ Ŧrom. 
Pangloss, the preceptor, was the oracle of the family, and little Candide listened to his instructions with all the simplicity natural to his 
age and disposition.  
Master Pangloss taught the metaphysico-theologo-cosmolo-nigology. He could prove to admiration that there is no effect without a 
ŎŀǳǎŜΤ ŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǿƻǊƭŘǎΣ ǘƘŜ .ŀǊƻƴΩǎ ŎŀǎǘƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ŎŀǎǘƭŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ aȅ [ŀŘȅ the best of 
all possible baronesses.  
άLǘ ƛǎ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀōƭŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΣ άǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ǘƘŀn as they are; for as all things have been created for some end, they 
must necessarily be created for the best end. Observe, for instance, the nose is formed for spectacles, therefore we wear spectacles. 
The legs are visibly designed for stockings, accordingly we wear stockings. Stones were made to be hewn and to construct castles, 
therefore My Lord has a magnificent castle; for the greatest baron in the province ought to be the best lodged. Swine were intended 
to be eaten, therefore we eat pork all the year round: and they, who assert that everything is right, do not express themselves 
ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘƭȅΤ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ōŜǎǘΦέ  
Candide listened attentively and believed implicitly, for he thought Miss Cunegund excessively handsome, though he never had the 
courage to tell her so. He concluded that next to the happiness of being Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh, the next was that of being Miss 
Cunegund, the next that of seeing her every day, and the last that of hearing the doctrine of Master Pangloss, the greatest philosopher 
of the whole province, and consequently of the whole world.  
One day when Miss Cunegund went to take a walk in a little neighboring wood which was called a park, she saw, through the bushes, 
the sage Doctor Pangloss giving a lecture ƛƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘŀƭ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊƳŀƛŘΣ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻǿƴ ǿŜƴŎƘΣ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΣ 
and very tractable.  
As Miss Cunegund had a great disposition for the sciences, she observed with the utmost attention the experiments which were 
repeated before heǊ ŜȅŜǎΤ ǎƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ǿŜƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǊŜŀǎƻƴƛƴƎ ǳǇƻƴ ŎŀǳǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŜŦŦŜŎǘǎΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜǘƛǊŜŘ 
greatly flurried, quite pensive and filled with the desire of knowledge, imagining that she might be a sufficing reason for young 
Candide, and he for her.  
In her way back she happened to meet the young man; she blushed, he blushed also; she wished him a good morning in a flattering 
tone, he returned the salute, without knowing what he said. The next day, as they were rising from dinner, Cunegund and Candide 
slipped behind the screen. The miss dropped her handkerchief, the young man picked it up. She innocently took hold of his hand, and 
he as innocently kissed hers with a warmth, a sensibility, a grace-all very particular; their lips met; their eyes sparkled; their knees 
trembled; their hands strayed. The Baron chanced to come by; he beheld the cause and effect, and, without hesitation, saluted 
Candide with some notable kicks on the breech and drove him out of doors. The lovely Miss Cunegund fainted away, and, as soon as 
she came to herself, the Baroness boxed her ears. Thus a general consternation was spread over this most magnificent and most 
agreeable of all possible castles. 

Turgenev, Ivan. Fathers and Sons. Translated by Constance Garnett. New York: Dover, 1998. (1862) 

ά²9[[Σ tƛƻǘǊΣ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘ ȅŜǘΚέ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƻƴ aŀȅ ǘƘŜ нлǘƘΣ мурфΣ ōȅ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊǘȅΣ ƛƴ ŀ Řǳsty coat and 
checked trousers, who came out without his hat on to the low steps of the posting station at S ?. He was addressing his servant, a 
chubby young fellow, with whitish down on his chin, and little, lack-lustre eyes.  



The servant, in whom everything--the turquoise ring in his ear, the streaky hair plastered with grease, and the civility of his 
movements--indicated a man of the new, unproved generation, glanced with an air of indulgence along the road, and made answer:  
άbƻΣ ǎƛǊΤ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘΦέ  
άbƻǘ ƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘΚέ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΦ  
άbƻΣ ǎƛǊΣέ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƛƳŜΦ  
His master sighed, and sat down on a little bench. We will introduce him to the reader while he sits, his feet tucked under him, gazing 
thoughtfully round.  
His name was Nikolai Petrovitch Kirsanov. He had twelve miles from the posting station, a fine property of two hundred souls, or, as he 
expressed it--since he had arranged the division of his land with the peasants, and started a ?farm?--of nearly five thousand acres. His 
father, a general in the army, who served in 1812, a coarse, half-educated, but not ill-natured man, a typical Russian, had been in 
harness all his life, first in command of a brigade, and then of a division, and lived constantly in the provinces, where, by virtue of his 
rank, he played a fairly important part. Nikolai Petrovitch was born in the south of Russia like his elder brother, Pavel, of whom more 
hereafter. He was educated at home till he was fourteen, surrounded by cheap tutors, free-and-easy but toadying adjutants, and all 
the usual regimental and staff set. His mother, one of the Kolyazin family, as a ƎƛǊƭ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ !ƎŀǘƘŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ŀ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ !ƎŀǘƘƻƪƭŜȅŀ 
Kuzminishna Kirsanov, was one of those military ladies who take their full share of the duties and dignities of office. She wore 
gorgeous caps and rustling silk dresses; in church she was the first to advance to the cross; she talked a great deal in a loud voice, let 
her children kiss her hand in the morning, and gave them her blessing at night--in fact, she got everything out of life she could. Nikolai 
tŜǘǊƻǾƛǘŎƘΣ ŀǎ ŀ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΩǎ ǎƻƴ--though so far from being distinguished by courage that he even deserved to be called a funk--was 
intended, like his brother Pavel, to enter the army; but he broke his leg on the very day when the news of his commission came, and, 
after being two months in bed, retained a slight limp to the end of his day. His father gave him up as a bad job, and let him go into the 
civil service. He took him to Petersburg directly he was eighteen, and placed him in the university. His brother happened about the 
same time to be made an officer in the Guards. The young men started living together in one set of rooms, under the remote 
ǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ Lƭȅŀ YƻƭȅŀȊƛƴΣ ŀƴ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ƻŦ ƘƛƎƘ ǊŀƴƪΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǾƛǎƛƻn and his wife, 
and only rarely sent his sons large sheets of grey paper, scrawled over in a bold clerkly hand. At the bottom of these sheets stood in 
letters, enclosed carefully in scroll-ǿƻǊƪΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ άtƛƻǘǊ YƛǊǎŀƴƻǾΣ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ aŀƧƻǊΦέ  

Henry, O. ñThe Gift of the Magi.ò The Best Short Stories of O. Henry. New York: Modern Library, 1994. (1906) 
White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to 
hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat. 
For there lay The Combsτthe set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, 
pure tortoise shell, with jeweled rimsτjust the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, 
and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the 
tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone. 
But she ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōƻǎƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ƭŜƴƎǘƘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛƳ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅΥ άaȅ ƘŀƛǊ ƎǊƻǿǎ ǎƻ ŦŀǎǘΣ 
WƛƳΗέ 
!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ 5Ŝƭƭŀ ƭŜŀǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƛƴƎŜŘ Ŏŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ άhƘΣ ƻƘΗέ 
Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash 
with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit. 
άLǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŀ ŘŀƴŘȅΣ WƛƳΚ L ƘǳƴǘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀ Řŀȅ ƴƻǿΦ DƛǾŜ ƳŜ your watch. I 
ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƻƴ ƛǘΦέ 
Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and smiled. 
ά5ŜƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΣ άƭŜǘΩǎ Ǉǳǘ ƻǳǊ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ΨŜƳ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘƻƻ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ just at present. I sold the watch to 
ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƳōǎΦ !ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻǇǎ ƻƴΦέ 
The magi, as you know, were wise menτwonderfully wise menτwho brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art 
of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of 
duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely 
sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who 
give gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are 
the magi.  

Kafka, Franz. The Metamorphosis. Translated by Stanley Corngold. New York: Bantam, 1972. (1915) 
When Gregor Samsa woke up one morning from unsettling dreams, he found himself changed in his bed into a monstrous vermin. He 
was lying on his back as hard as armor plate, and when he lifted his head a little, he saw his vaulted brown belly, sectioned by arch-
shaped ribs, to whose dome the cover, about to slide off completely, could barely cling. His many legs, pitifully thin compared with the 
size of the rest of him, were waving helplessly before his eyes. 
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΚέ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŘǊŜŀƳΦ Iƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎƛŘŜΣ ƭŀȅ ǉǳiet 
between the four familiar walls. Over the table, on which an unpacked line of fabric samples was all spread out--Samsa was a traveling 
salesman--hung the picture which he had recently cut out of a glossy magazine and lodged in a pretty gilt frame. It showed a lady done 
up in a fur hat and a fur boa, sitting upright and raising up against the viewer a heavy fur muff in which her whole forearm had 
disappeared. 
DǊŜƎƻǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƘŜƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǾŜǊŎŀǎǘ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ--he could hear raindrops hitting against the metal window ledge--
ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ 
was completely impracticable, since he was used to sleeping on his right side and in his present state could not get into that position. 
No matter how hard he threw himself onto his right side, he always rocked onto his back again. He must have tried it a hundred times, 
closing his eyes so as not to have to see his squirming legs, and stopped only when he began to feel a slight, dull pain in his side, which 
he had never felt before. 



Steinbeck, John. The Grapes of Wrath. New York: Viking, 1967. (1939)  

From Chapter 15 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǊƪΣ ǎǘŀƛƴŜŘ Ƙŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ƘǳƳƛƭƛǘȅ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ ά/ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǎell us a loaf 
of bread, ƳŀΩŀƳΚέ 
aŀŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŀ ƎǊƻŎŜǊȅ ǎǘƻǊŜΦ ²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ōǊŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŀƴΩǿƛŘƎŜǎΦέ 
άL ƪƴƻǿΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΦέ Iƛǎ ƘǳƳƛƭƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ōǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩ ŦƻǊ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΦέ 
άΨC ǿŜ ǎŜƭƭ ōǊŜŀŘ ǿŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ Ǌǳƴ ƻǳǘΦέ aŀŜΩǎ ǘƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŦŀƭǘŜǊƛƴƎ. 
ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά²ƘȅƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ōǳȅ ŀ ǎŀƴΩǿƛŘƎŜΚ ²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ƴƛŎŜ ǎŀƴΩǿƛŘƎŜǎΣ ƘŀƳōǳǊƎǎΦέ 
ά²ŜΩŘ ǎǳǊŜ ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΦ .ǳǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘΦ ²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŘƛƳŜ Řƻ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎΦέ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎŜŘƭȅΣ ά²Ŝ ŀƛƴΩǘ got but 
ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΦέ 
aŀŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƴƻ ƭƻŀŦ ŀ ōǊŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘƛƳŜΦ ²Ŝ ƻƴƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ-ŎŜƴǘ ƭƻŀŦǎΦέ 
CǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ !ƭ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ άDƻŘ !ƭƳƛƎƘǘȅΣ aŀŜΣ ƎƛǾŜ ΨŜƳ ōǊŜŀŘΦέ 
ά²ŜΩƭƭ Ǌǳƴ ƻǳǘ ΨŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀŘ ǘǊǳŎƪ ŎƻƳŜǎΦέ 
άwǳƴ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƛǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ƭΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǳƭƭŜƴƭȅ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǘŀǘƻ ǎalad he was mixing. 
Mae shrugged her plump shoulders and looked to the truck drivers to show them what she was up against. 
She held the screen door open and the man came in, bringing a smell of sweat with him. The boys edged behind him and they went 
immediately to the candy case and stared inτnot with craving or with hope or even with desire, but just with a kind of wonder that 
such things could be. They were alike in size and their faces were alike. One scratched his dusty ankle with the toe nails of his other 
foot. The other whispered some soft message and then they straightened their arms so that their clenched fists in the overall pockets 
showed through the thin blue cloth. 
Mae opened a drawer and took out a long waxpaper-ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƭƻŀŦΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ Ŧƛfteen-ŎŜƴǘ ƭƻŀŦΦέ 
¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ Ƙŀǘ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ IŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴŦƭŜȄƛōƭŜ ƘǳƳƛƭƛǘȅΣ ά²ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳτŎŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ǘŜƴ ŎŜƴǘǎΩ 
ǿƻǊǘƘΚέ 
!ƭ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƴŀǊƭƛƴƎƭȅΣ άDƻŘŘŀƳƴ ƛǘΣ aŀŜΦ DƛǾŜ ΨŜƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŀŦΦέ 
¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ !ƭΦ άbƻΣ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘŀ ōǳȅ ǘŜƴ ŎŜƴǘǎΩ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ ²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ŦƛƎƎŜǊŜŘ ŀǿŦǳƭ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ƳƛǎǘŜǊΣ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ  
/ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀΦέ 
aŀŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǊŜǎƛƎƴŜŘƭȅΣ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƴ ŎŜƴǘǎΦέ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩŘ ōŜ ǊƻōōƛƴΩ ȅƻǳΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΦέ 
άDƻ ŀƘŜŀŘτ!ƭ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȄǇŀǇŜǊŜŘ ƭƻŀŦ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ Ŏounter. The man took a deep leather pouch from his rear 
pocket, untied the strings, and spread it open. It was heavy with silver and with greasy bills. 
άaŀȅ ǎƻǳƴΩ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻ ǘƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴΩ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ŀƴΩ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΦέ IŜ ŘǳƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
pouch with a forefinger, located a dime, and pinched in for it. When he put it down on the counter he had a penny with it. He was 
about to drop the penny back into the pouch when his eye fell on the boys frozen before the candy counter. He moved slowly down to 
ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ŀǘ ōƛƎ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǘƛŎƪǎ ƻŦ ǎǘǊƛǇŜŘ ǇŜǇǇŜǊƳƛƴǘΦ άLǎ ǘƘŜƳ ǇŜƴƴȅ ŎŀƴŘȅΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΚέ 
aŀŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴΦ ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƻƴŜǎΚέ 
ά¢ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜƳ ǎǘǊƛǇȅ ƻƴŜǎΦέ 
The little boys raised their eyes to her face and they stopped breathing; their mouths were partly opened, their halfnaked bodies were 
rigid. 
άhƘτthem. Well, noτǘƘŜƳΩǎ ǘǿƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇŜƴƴȅΦέ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƎƛƳƳŜ ǘǿƻ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƳŀΩŀƳΦέ IŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǇǇŜǊ ŎŜƴǘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ŜȄǇŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜƭŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǎƻŦtly. Mae 
held the big sticks out. 

Bradbury, Ray. Fahrenheit 451. New York: Ballantine, 1987. (1953)  

From Part 1: ñThe Hearth and the Salamanderò 
It was a pleasure to burn. 
It was a special pleasure to see things eaten, to see things blackened and changed. With the brass nozzle in his fists, with this great 
python spitting its venomous kerosene upon the world, the blood pounded in his head, and his hands were the hands of some amazing 
conductor playing all the symphonies of blazing and burning to bring down the tatters and charcoal ruins of history. With his symbolic 
helmet numbered 451 on his stolid head, and his eyes all orange flame with the thought of what came next, he flicked the igniter and 
the house jumped up in a gorging fire that burned the evening sky red and yellow and black. He strode in a swarm of fireflies. He 
wanted above all, like the old joke, to shove a marshmallow on a stick in the furnace, while the flapping pigeon-winged books died on 
the porch and lawn of the house. While the books went up in sparkling whirls and blew away on a wind turned dark with burning. 
Montag grinned the fierce grin of all men singed and driven back by flame. 
He knew that when he returned to the firehouse, he might wink at himself, a minstrel man, burnt-corked, in the mirror. Later, going to 
sleep, he would feel the fiery smile still gripped by his face muscles, in the dark. It never went away, that smile, it never ever went 
away, as long as he remembered. 

Olsen, Tillie. ñI Stand Here Ironing.ò Tell Me a Riddle. New York: Dell, 1956. (1956)  

From ñI Stand Here Ironingò 

I stand here ironing, and what you asked me moves tormented back and forth with the iron. 
άL ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜΩǎ 
ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎǎǘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƘŜƭǇ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻƳ LΩƳ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎΦέ 
ά²Ƙƻ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƘŜƭǇέΧ9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ŎŀƳŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ŘƻΚ ¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŀƳ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƪŜȅΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀȅ ȅou 
could use me as a key? She has lived for nineteen years. There is all that like that has happened outside of me, beyond me. 



And when is there time to remember, to sift, to weigh, to estimate, to total? I will start and there will be an interruption and I will have 
to gather it all together again. Or I will become engulfed with all I did or did not do, with what should have been and what cannot be 
helped. 
She was a beautiful baby. The first and only one of our five that was beautiful at birth. You do not guess how new and uneasy her 
tenancy in her now-loveliness. You did not know her all those years she was thought homely, or see her peering over her baby 
pictures, making me tell her over and over how beautiful she had beenτand would be, I would tell herτand was now, to the seeing 
eye. But the seeing eyes were few or non-existent. Including mine. 

Achebe, Chinua. Things Fall Apart. New York: Anchor, 1994. (1958) 
Okonkwo was well known throughout the nine villages and even beyond. His fame rested on solid personal achievements. As a young 
man of eighteen he had brought honor to his village by throwing Amalinze the Cat. Amalinze was the great wrestler who for seven 
years was unbeaten, from Umuofia to Mbaino. He was called the Cat because his back would never touch the earth. It was this man 
that Okonkwo threw in a fight which the old men agreed was one of the fiercest since the founder of their town engaged a spirit of the 
wild for seven days and seven nights.  
The drums beat and the flutes sang and the spectators held their breath. Amalinze was a wily craftsman, but Okonkwo was as slippery 
as a fish in water. Every nerve and every muscle stood out on their arms, on their backs and their thighs, and one almost heard them 
stretching to breaking point. In the end Okonkwo threw the Cat.  
That was many yearǎ ŀƎƻΣ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻǊ ƳƻǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ hƪƻƴƪǿƻΩǎ ŦŀƳŜ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōǳǎƘ-fire in the harmattan. He 
was tall and huge, and his bushy eyebrows and wide nose gave him a very severe look. He breathed heavily, and it was said that, when 
he slept, his wives and children in their houses could hear him breathe. When he walked, his heels hardly touched the ground and he 
seemed to walk on springs, as if he was going to pounce on somebody. And he did pounce on people quite often. He had a slight 
stammer and whenever he was angry and could not get his words out quickly enough, he would use his fists. He had no patience with 
unsuccessful men. He had had no patience with his father.  
¦ƴƻƪŀΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ Řŀȅ Ƙe was lazy and improvident and was quite incapable of 
thinking about tomorrow. If any money came his way, and it seldom did, he immediately bought gourds of palm-wine, called round his 
neighbors and made merry. He always said that whenever he saw a dead maƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƭƭȅ ƻŦ ƴƻǘ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ƛƴ 
ƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜΦ ¦ƴƻƪŀ ǿŀǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ŀ ŘŜōǘƻǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƻǿŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŎƻǿǊƛŜǎ ǘƻ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳōǎǘŀƴǘƛŀl 
amounts.  
He was tall but very thin and had a slight stoop. He wore a haggard and mournful look except when he was drinking or playing on his 
flute. He was very good on his flute, and his happiest moments were the two or three moons after the harvest when the village 
musicians brought down their instruments, hung above the fireplace. Unoka would play with them, his face beaming with blessedness 
ŀƴŘ ǇŜŀŎŜΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǎƪ ¦ƴƻƪŀΩǎ ōŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎ ŜƎǿǳƎǿǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀŎƘ 
them their tunes. They would go to such hosts for as long as three or four markets, making music and feasting. Unoka loved the good 
fare and the good fellowship, and he loved this season of the year, when the rains had stopped and the sun rose every morning with 
dazzling beauty. And it was not too hot either, because the cold and dry harmattan wind was blowing down from the north. Some 
years the harmattan was very severe and a dense haze hung on the atmosphere. Old men and children would then sit round log fires, 
warming their bodies. Unoka loved it all, and he loved the first kites that returned with the dry season, and the children who sang 
songs of welcome to them. He would remember his own childhood, how he had often wandered around looking for a kite sailing 
leisurely against the blue sky. As soon as he found one he would sing with his whole being, welcoming it back from its long, long 
journey, and asking it if it had brought home any lengths of cloth.  

Lee, Harper. To Kill A Mockingbird. New York: HarperCollins Publishers, 2006. (1960)  

From Chapter One 

When he was ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴΣ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ WŜƳ Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ōŀŘƭȅ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƭōƻǿΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ƘŜŀƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ WŜƳΩǎ ŦŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ 
able to play football were assuaged, he was seldom self-conscious about his injury. His left arm was somewhat shorter than his right; 
wheƴ ƘŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǊ ǿŀƭƪŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴƎƭŜǎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǳƳō ǇŀǊŀƭƭŜƭ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘƛƎƘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ cared 
less, so long as he could pass and punt.   
When enough years had gone by to enable us to look back on them, we sometimes discussed the events leading to his accident. I 
maintain that the Ewells started it all, but Jem, who was four years my senior, said it started long before that. He said it began the 
summer Dill came to us, when Dill first gave us the idea of making Boo Radley come out.   
L ǎŀƛŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ōǊƻŀŘ ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ !ƴŘǊŜǿ WŀŎƪǎƻƴΦ LŦ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ WŀŎƪǎƻƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ǌǳƴ ǘƘŜ Creeks up 
ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŜƪΣ {ƛƳƻƴ CƛƴŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŀŘŘƭŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ !ƭŀōŀƳŀΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ōŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘΚ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊe far too old to settle 
an argument with a fist-fight, so we consulted Atticus. Our father said we were both right. 

Shaara, Michael. The Killer Angels. New York: Ballantine, 1996. (1975)  

From ñLongstreetò 

άΦ Φ Φ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŘƻǳōǘΣέ CǊŜƳŀƴǘƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άǘƘŀǘ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ [ŜŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƳƻǎǘ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ ƻƴ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎ ǿƘŜƴ 
this war is over, which would appear now to be only a matter of days, or at most a few weeks. I suspect all Europe will be turning to 
ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎΦέ 
Lessons? 
άL ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ L Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎΣ ƻŦ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ōǊƛŜŦ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ǘƻ ǇŀǇŜǊΣέ CǊŜƳŀƴǘƭŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƎǊŀǾŜƭȅΦ ά{ƻƳŜ ōǊƛŜŦ ǊŜƳŀǊƪǎ ƻŦ 
Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΣ ŀǇǇŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀǘǘƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊƳȅ Ƙŀǎ ŦƻǳƎƘǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ƴƻǘŜǎ ŀǎ ǘƻ ǘŀŎǘƛŎǎΦέ ¢ŀŎǘƛŎǎΚ 
άDŜƴŜǊŀƭ [ŜŜΩǎ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ǎǘǊŀǘŀƎŜƳǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛǾŜΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘƛƴƎΦ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣ ǎƛǊΣ ƛŦ L ƳƛƎƘǘ Ŝƴƭƛǎǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎΣ ŀƘΣ 
ŜƴŘŜŀǾƻǊΦ !ǎ ƻƴŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎΣ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊƛŜŦΣ Ƴŀȅ L ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜƴ ƛƴ ƴŜŜŘΚέ 
ά{ǳǊŜΣέ [ƻƴƎǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ŀŎǘƛŎǎΚ IŜ Ŏhuckled. The tactics were simple: find the enemy, fight him. He shook his head, snorting. 
Fremantle spoke softly, in tones of awe. 



άhƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ [ŜŜΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ƳŜǘ ƘƛƳΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǎƻ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŜre, one 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘƛƳΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŘŜǾƛƻǳǎ ƳŀƴΦέ 
ά5ŜǾƛƻǳǎΚέ [ƻƴƎǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǎǿǳƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊŜ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƎƘŀǎǘΦ 
άhƘ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘΣέ CǊŜƳŀƴǘƭŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŘŜǾƻǳǘƭȅΣ άōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǘǊƛŎƪȅ ƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ hƭŘ DǊŀȅ CƻȄΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΦ /ƘŀǊƳƛƴƎ ǇƘǊŀǎŜΦ  
!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭǘΦέ 
ά5ŜǾƛƻǳǎΚέ [ƻƴƎǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŘŜŀŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ ά5ŜǾƛƻǳǎΦέ IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ CǊŜƳŀƴǘƭŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀƴ ƻǿƭƛǎƘ ǎǘŀǊŜΦ 
ά²ƘȅΣ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΣ ōƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŀ ŘŜǾƛƻǳǎ ōƻƴŜ ƛƴ wƻōŜǊǘ [ŜŜΩǎ ōƻŘȅΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

Tan, Amy. The Joy Luck Club. New York: Ballantine, 1989. (1989)  

From ñJing-Mei Woo: Two Kindsò 

My mother believed you could be anything you wanted to be in America. You could open a restaurant. You could work for the 
government and get good retirement. You could buy a house with almost no money down. You could become rich. You could become 
instantly famous. 
άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǇǊƻŘƛƎȅΣ ǘƻƻΣέ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ƴƛƴŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ōŜǎǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ !ǳƴǘƛŜ [ƛƴŘƻ ƪƴƻw? 
IŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜǎǘ ǘǊƛŎƪȅΦέ 
America was where all my ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǇŜǎ ƭŀȅΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ мфпф ŀŦǘŜǊ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ /ƘƛƴŀΥ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ƘŜǊ 
family home, her first husband, and two daughters, twin baby girls. But she never looked back with regret. There were so many ways 
for things to get better. 
²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻŘƛƎȅΦ !ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜ {ƘƛǊƭŜȅ ¢ŜƳǇƭŜΦ ²ŜΩŘ ǿŀtch 
{ƘƛǊƭŜȅΩǎ ƻƭŘ ƳƻǾƛŜǎ ƻƴ ¢± ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŦƛƭƳǎΦ aȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇƻƪŜ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅΣ άbƛ ƪŀƴέτYou watch. And I 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ {ƘƛǊƭŜȅ ǘŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΣ ƻǊ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŀƛƭƻǊ ǎƻƴƎΣ ƻǊ ǇǳǊǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǊƻǳƴŘ h ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άhƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΦέ 
άbƛ ƪŀƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ {ƘƛǊƭŜȅΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƻǿΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘŀƭŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΗέ  

Álvarez, Julia. In the Time of the Butterflies. Chapel Hill: Algonquin, 1994. (1994)  

From Chapter 1: ñDed® 1994 and circa 1943ò 

She remembers a clear moonlit night before the future began. They are sitting in the cool darkness under the anacahuita tree in the 
front yard, in the rockers, telling stories, drinking guanabana juice. Good for the nerves, Mamá always says. 
¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ aŀƳłΣ tŀǇłΣ tŀǘǊƛŀ-Minerva-Dedé. Bang-bang-bang, their father likes to joke, aiming a pistol finger at each one, as if 
he were shooting them, not boasting about having sired them, Three girls, each born within a year of each other! And then, nine years 
later, Maria Teresa, his final desperate attempt at a boy misfiring. 
Their father has his slippers on, one foot hooked behind the other. Every once in a while Dedé hears the clink of the rum bottle against 
the rim of his glass. 
Many a night, and this night is no different, a shy voice calls out of the darkness, begging their pardon. Could they spare a calmante for 
a sick child out of their stock of kindness? Would they have some tobacco for a tired old man who spent the day grating yucca? 
Their father gets up, swaying a little with drink and tiredness, and opens up the store. The campesino goes off with his medicine, a 
couple ƻŦ ŎƛƎŀǊǎΣ ŀ ŦŜǿ Ƴƛƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ 5ŜŘŞ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻΣ ǘƘŜ ǿay 
ƘŜ ƎƛǾŜǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉǳǘǎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎΣ ά!ȅΣ 5ŜŘŞΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻŦǘ foot needs 
ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǎƘƻŜΦέ 
{ƘŜΩƭƭ ōǳǊȅ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΣέ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀŘŘǎΣ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΣ άƛƴ ǎƛƭƪ ŀƴŘ ǇŜŀǊƭǎΦέ 5ŜŘŞ ƘŜŀǊǎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƭƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƳ ōƻǘǘƭŜΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ ŦƻǊ sure, our Dedé 
ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭƭƛƻƴŀƛǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦέ 

Zusak, Marcus. The Book Thief. New York: Knopf, 2005. (2005)  

From ñThe Flagò 
The last time I saw her was red. The sky was like soup, boiling and stirring. In some places it was burned. There were black crumbs, and 
pepper, streaked amongst the redness. 
Earlier, kids had been playing hopscotch there, on the street that looked like oil-stained pages. When I arrived I could still hear the 
echoes. The feet tapping the road. The children-voices laughing, and the smiles like salt, but decaying fast. 
Then, bombs. 
This time, everything was too late. 
The sirens. The cuckoo shrieks in the radio. All too late. 
Within minutes, mounds of concrete and earth were stacked and piled. The streets were ruptured veins. Blood streamed till it was 
dried on the road, and the bodies were stuck there, like driftwood after the flood. 
 They were glued down, every last one of them. A packet of souls. 
Was it fate? 
 Misfortune? 
 Is that what glued them down like that? 
 Of course not. 
 [ŜǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦ 
 It probably had more to do with the hurled bombs, thrown down by humans hiding in the clouds. 
 For hours, the sky remained a devastating, home-cooked red. The small German town had been flung apart one more time. 
Snowflakes of ash fell so lovelily you were tempted to stretch out your tongue to catch them, taste them. Only, they would have 
scorched your lips. They would have cooked your mouth. 
Clearly, I see it. 
 I was just about to leave when I found her kneeling there. 
 A mountain range of rubble was written, designed, erected around her. She was clutching at a book. 



Apart from everything else, the book thief wanted desperately to go back to the basement, to write, or read through her story one last 
time. In hindsight, I see it so obviously on her face. She was dying for itτthe safety, the home of itτ but she could not move. Also, the 
basement no longer existed. It was part of the mangled landscape. 

Drama 

Sophocles. Oedipus Rex. From The Theban Plays (also known as The Oedipus Trilogy). Translated by F. 

Storr. Dodo Press, 2009. (429 BC) 

OEDIPUS  

My children, latest born to Cadmus old,   
Why sit ye here as suppliants, in your hands Branches of olive filleted with wool?  What means this reek of incense everywhere,   
And everywhere laments and litanies?   
Children, it were not meet that I should learn  From others, and am hither come, myself,  I Oedipus, your world-renowned king.   
Ho! aged sire, whose venerable locks   
Proclaim thee spokesman of this company,  
Explain your mood and purport. Is it dread   
Of ill that moves you or a boon ye crave?   
My zeal in your behalf ye cannot doubt;  Ruthless indeed were I and obdurate  If such petitioners as you I spurned.  

PRIEST  
Yea, Oedipus, my sovereign lord and king,   
Thou seest how both extremes of age besiege   
Thy palace altars--fledglings hardly winged,   
And greybeards bowed with years, priests, as am I   
Of Zeus, and these the flower of our youth.   
Meanwhile, the common folk, with wreathed boughs   
Crowd our two market-places, or before   
Both shrines of Pallas congregate, or where  Ismenus gives his oracles by fire.   
For, as thou seest thyself, our ship of State,   
Sore buffeted, can no more lift her head,   
Foundered beneath a weltering surge of blood.   
A blight is on our harvest in the ear,   
A blight upon the grazing flocks and herds,   
A blight on wives in travail; and withal   
Armed with his blazing torch the God of Plague   
Hath swooped upon our city emptying   
The house of Cadmus, and the murky realm   
Of Pluto is full fed with groans and tears.   
Therefore, O King, here at thy hearth we sit,   
I and these children; not as deeming thee   
A new divinity, but the first of men;   
First in the common accidents of life,   
And first in visitations of the Gods.   
Art thou not he who coming to the town   
Of Cadmus freed us from the tax we paid   
To the fell songstress? Nor hadst thou received   
Prompting from us or been by others schooled;   
No, by a god inspired (so all men deem,   
And testify) didst thou renew our life.   
And now, O Oedipus, our peerless king,   
All we thy votaries beseech thee, find   
Some succor, whether by a voice from heaven  Whispered, or haply known by human wit.   
Tried counselors, methinks, are aptest found   
To furnish for the future pregnant rede.   
Upraise, O chief of men, upraise our State!   
[ƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǘƘȅ ƭŀǳǊŜƭǎΗ ŦƻǊ ǘƘȅ ȊŜŀƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǊŜ  hǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ǎŀǾƛƻr thou art justly hailed:   
O never may we thus record thy reign:--   
άIŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ǳǎ ǳǇ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ Ŏŀǎǘ ǳǎ ŘƻǿƴΦέ   
Uplift us, build our city on a rock.   
Thy happy star ascendant brought us luck,   
O let it not decline! If thou wouldst rule   
This land, as now thou reignest, better sure   
To rule a peopled than a desert realm.   
Nor battlements nor galleys aught avail,   
If men to man and guards to guard them tail.  

OEDIPUS  
Ah! my poor children, known, ah, known too well,   



The quest that brings you hither and your need.   
Ye sicken all, well wot I, yet my pain,   
How great soever yours, outtops it all.   
Your sorrow touches each man severally,   
Him and none other, but I grieve at once   
Both for the general and myself and you.   
Therefore ye rouse no sluggard from day-ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ  aŀƴȅΣ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ LΩǾŜ ǿŜǇǘΣ   
And threaded many a maze of weary thought.   
Thus pondering one clue of hope I caught,   
!ƴŘ ǘǊŀŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ ǳǇΤ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜƴǘ aŜƴƻŜŎŜǳǎΩ ǎƻƴΣ   
/ǊŜƻƴΣ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǎƻǊǘΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƻ ƛƴǉǳƛǊŜ   
Of Pythian Phoebus at his Delphic shrine,   
How I might save the State by act or word.   
And now I reckon up the tale of days   
Since he set forth, and marvel how he fares.   
Ψ¢ƛǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ǘŀǊǊȅƛƴƎΣ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ   
But when he comes, then I were base indeed,   
If I perform not all the god declares.  

PRIEST  
Thy words are well timed; even as thou speakest  
That shouting tells me Creon is at hand.  

Shakespeare, William. The Tragedy of Macbeth. New Haven: Yale University Press, 1954. (c1611) 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

Dunsinane. Anteroom in the castle. 
 Enter a Doctor of Physic and a Waiting Gentlewoman. 
5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ǿŀǘŎƘΩŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ Ŏŀƴ ǇŜǊŎŜƛǾŜ ƴƻ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜǇƻǊǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ǎƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǿŀƭƪΩŘΚ 
Gentlewoman. Since his majesty went into the field, have seen her rise from her bed, throw her nightgown upon her, unlock her 
ŎƭƻǎŜǘΣ ǘŀƪŜ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǇŀǇŜǊΣ ŦƻƭŘ ƛǘΣ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǳǇƻƴΩǘΣ ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘǎ ǎŜŀƭ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ōŜŘΤ ȅŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛƴ a most fast sleep. 
Doctor. A great perturbation in nature, to receive at once the benefit of sleep and do the effects of watching! In this slumbery 
agitation, besides her walking and other actual performances, what, at any time, have you heard her say? 
Gentlewoman. That, sir, which I will not report after her. 
5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ψǘƛǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΦ 
Gentlewoman. Neither to you nor anyone, having no witness to confirm my speech. 
Enter Lady Macbeth, with a taper.  
Lo you, here she comes. This is her very guise, and upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand close. 
Doctor. How came she by that light? 
DŜƴǘƭŜǿƻƳŀƴΦ  ²ƘȅΣ ƛǘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŀƭƭȅΤ Ψǘƛǎ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦ 
Doctor. You see her eyes are open. 
Gentlewoman. Ay, but their sense are shut. 
Doctor. What is it she does now? Look how she rubs her hands. 
DŜƴǘƭŜǿƻƳŀƴΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳΩŘ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƻ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƘǳǎ ǿŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ of an 
hour. 
[ŀŘȅ aŀŎōŜǘƘΦ ¸Ŝǘ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǎǇƻǘΦ 
Doctor. Hark! She speaks. I will set down what comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strongly. 
[ŀŘȅ aŀŎōŜǘƘΦ hǳǘΣ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ǎǇƻǘΗ hǳǘΣ L ǎŀȅΗ hƴŜΤ ǘǿƻΦ ²ƘȅΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ Ψǘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΩǘΦ IŜƭƭ ƛǎ ƳǳǊƪȅΦ CƛŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘΣ ŦƛŜΗ ! ǎƻƭŘƛer, and 
afeard? What need we fear who knows it, when none can call our power to accompt? Yet who would have thought the old man to 
have had so much blood in him?  
Doctor. Do you mark that? 
[ŀŘȅ aŀŎōŜǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ¢ƘŀƴŜ ƻŦ CƛŦŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǿƛŦŜΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƘŜ ƴƻǿΚ ²ƘŀǘΣ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƴŜΩŜǊ ōŜ ŎƭŜŀƴΚ bƻ ƳƻǊŜ ƻΩ ǘƘŀǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘ, no 
ƳƻǊŜ ƻΩ ǘƘŀǘΗ ¸ƻǳ mar all with this starting. 
Doctor. Go to, go to! You have known what you should not. 
Gentlewoman. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of that. Heaven knows what she has known. 
[ŀŘȅ aŀŎōŜǘƘΦ IŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜǎ ƻf Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh, oh, oh! 
5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǎƛƎƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎ ǎƻǊŜƭȅ ŎƘŀǊƎΩŘΦ 
Gentlewoman. I would not have such a heart in my bosom for the dignity of the whole body. 
Doctor. Well, well, well. 
Gentlewoman. Pray God it be, sir. 
Doctor. This disease is beyond my practice. Yet I have known those which have walked in their sleep who have died holily in their beds. 
[ŀŘȅ aŀŎōŜǘƘΦ ²ŀǎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƛƎƘǘƎƻǿƴΣ ƭƻƻƪ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǇŀƭŜΦ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ȅŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ .ŀƴǉǳƻΩǎ ōǳǊƛŜŘΤ he cannot come out 
ƻƴΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜΦ  
Doctor. Even so? 
[ŀŘȅ aŀŎōŜǘƘΦ ¢ƻ ōŜŘΣ ǘƻ ōŜŘΗ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜΦ /ƻƳŜΣ ŎƻƳŜΣ ŎƻƳŜΣ ŎƻƳŜΣ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŘƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ 
undone. To bed, to bed, to bed!   
Exit Lady. 
Doctor. Will she go now to bed? 



Gentlewoman. Directly. 
5ƻŎǘƻǊΦ Cƻǳƭ ǿƘƛǎǇΩǊƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ŀōǊƻŀŘΦ ¦ƴƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ŘŜŜŘǎ 
Do breed unnatural troubles. Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets. 
More needs she the divine than the physician. 
God, God, forgive us all! Look after her; Remove from her the means of all annoyance, And still keep eyes upon her. So, good night. 
aȅ ƳƛƴŘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƳŀȊΩŘ Ƴȅ ǎƛƎƘǘΦ 
I think, but dare not speak. 
Gentlewoman. Good night, good doctor. 
Exeunt. 
Media Text  
Judi Dench (Lady Macbeth) performs this scene in a 1979 production with Ian McKellen:  
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IOkyZWQ2bmQ  
aŎYŜƭƭŜƴ ŀƴŀƭȅȊŜǎ ǘƘŜ ά¢ƻ-morrow and to-morrow and to-ƳƻǊǊƻǿέ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ !Ŏǘ ±Σ {ŎŜƴŜ рΥ 
http://video.google.com/videoplay?docid=883718043846080512#docid=7225091828250988008  

Ibsen, Henrik. A Dollôs House. New York: Signet Classics, 2006. (1879)  

From Act I 

Helmer (in his room). Is that my lark twittering there ?  
Nora (busy opening some of her parcels). Yes, it is.  
Helmer. Is it the squirrel frisking around ?  
Nora. Yes !  
Helmer. When did the squirrel get home ?  
bƻǊŀΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦ όIƛŘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƻŦ ƳŀŎŀǊƻƻƴǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǇŜǎ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘΦύ /ƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ¢ƻǊǾŀƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ been 
buying.  
IŜƭƳŜǊΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘ ƳŜΦ ό! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ and looks in, pen in hand.) Buying, did you say ? What ! All that ? Has my 
little spendthrift  been making the money fly again ?  
bƻǊŀΦ ²ƘȅΣ ¢ƻǊǾŀƭŘΣ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƴŎƘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǇƛƴŎƘΦ  
HelmeǊΦ /ƻƳŜΣ ŎƻƳŜ Τ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǎǉǳŀƴŘŜǊ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ  
Nora. Oh yes, Torvald, do let us squander a little, now τ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ Η ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜ ŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǇǎ ƻŦ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ  
IŜƭƳŜǊΦ ¸ŜǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ 5ŀȅΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ my first salary is due.  
Nora. Never mind ; we can borrow in the meantime.  
Helmer. Nora ! (He goes up to her and takes her playfully by the ear.) Still my little featherbrain ! Supposing I borrowed a thousand 
crowns to-day, and you made ducks and drakes oŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǿŜŜƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƻƴ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ 9ǾŜ ŀ ǘƛƭŜ ōƭŜǿ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ 
and knocked my brains out Nora (laying her hand on his mouth). Hush ! How can you talk so horridly ?  
Helmer. But supposing it were to happen τ what then ?  
Nora. If anything so dreadful happened, it would be all the same to me whether I was in debt or not.  
Helmer. But what about the creditors ?  
bƻǊŀΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Η ²Ƙƻ ŎŀǊŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ Κ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΦ  
Helmer. Nora, Nora ! What a woman you are ! But seriously, Nora, you know my principles on these points. No debts ! No borrowing ! 
Home life ceases to be free and beautiful as soon as it is founded on borrowing and debt. We two have held out bravely till now, and 
we are not going to give in at the last.  
Nora (going to the fireplace). Very well τ as you please, Torvald. 

Williams, Tennessee. The Glass Menagerie. New York: New Directions, 1966. (1944)  

From Scene 5 

TOM: What are you doing? 
!a!b5!Υ LΩƳ ōǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǿƭƛŎƪ ŘƻǿƴΗ ώ{ƘŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōǊǳǎƘΦϐ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊŜƘƻǳǎŜΚ 
¢ha ώǎǳōƳƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƎǊƛƳƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊǳǎƘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊƻƎŀǘƛƻƴϐΥ ¢Ƙƛǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ŎƭŜǊƪΣ aƻǘƘŜǊΦ 
AMANDA: Sounds to me like a fairly responsible job, the sort of a job you would be in if you had more get-up. What is his salary? Have 
you any idea? 
TOM: I would judge it to be approximately eighty-five dollars a month. 
AMANDA: Wellτnot princelyτbutτ 
TOM: Twenty more than I make. 
AMANDA: Yes, how well I know! But for a family man, eighty-five dollars a month is not much more than you can just get by on.... 
¢haΥ ¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ aǊΦ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƳŀƴΦ 
!a!b5!Υ IŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜΣ ƳƛƎƘǘƴΩǘ ƘŜΚ {ƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΚ 
TOM: I see. Plans and provisions. 
AMANDA: You are the only young man that I know of who ignores the fact that the future becomes the present, the present the past, 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘǳǊƴǎ ƛƴǘƻ ŜǾŜǊƭŀǎǘƛƴƎ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀƴ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΗ 
TOM: I will think that over and see what I can make of it. 
!a!b5!Υ 5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǇŜǊŎƛƭƛƻǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΗ ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ some more about thisτwhat do you call him? 
¢haΥ WŀƳŜǎ 5Φ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΦ ¢ƘŜ 5Φ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ 5ŜƭŀƴŜȅΦ 
!a!b5!Υ LǊƛǎƘ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ ǎƛŘŜǎΗ DǊŀŎƛƻǳǎΗ !ƴŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŘǊƛƴƪΚ 
TOM: Shall I call him up and ask him right this minute? 



AMANDA: The only way to find out about those things is to make discreet inquiries at the proper moment. When I was a girl in Blue 
Mountain and it was suspected that a young man drank, the girl whose attentions he had been receiving, if any girl was, would 
sometimes speak to the minister of his church, or rather her father would if her father was living, and sort of feel him out on the young 
ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǎǳŎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ŘƛǎŎǊŜŜǘƭȅ ƘŀƴŘƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǘǊŀƎƛŎ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΗ 
TOM: Then how did you happen to make a tragic mistake? 
!a!b5!Υ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŦƻƻƭŜŘΗ IŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘτthe world was enchanted! No girl can do worse than 
Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŎȅ ƻŦ ŀ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΗ L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ aǊΦ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ƎƻƻŘ-looking. 

Ionesco, Eugene. ñRhinoceros.ò Translated by Derek Prouse. Rhinoceros and Other Plays. New York: Grove 

Press, 1960. (1959) 

From Act Two 

BERENGER: [coming in] Hello Jean! 
W9!bΥ ώƛƴ ōŜŘϐ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ !ǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΚ 
.9w9bD9wΥ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ōŜŘΤ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΚ {ƻǊǊȅ ƛŦ LΩƳ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦ 
W9!bΥ ώǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘǳǊƴŜŘϐ CǳƴƴȅΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 
.9w9bD9wΥ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ȅƻǳǊǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ 
JEAN: [still with his back turned] Sit down! 
.9w9bD9wΥ !ǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭΚ 
 [JEAN replies with a grunt.] 
You know, Jean, it was stupid of me to get so upset yesterday over a thing like that. 
JEAN: A thing like what? 
BERENGER: Yesterday ... 
JEAN: When yesterday? Where yesterday? 
.9w9bD9wΥ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǊƘƛƴƻŎŜǊƻǎΦ 
JEAN: What rhinoceros? 
BERENGER: The rhinoceros, or rather, the two wretched rhinoceroses we saw. 
JEAN: Oh yes, I remember ... How do you know they were wretched? 
BERENGER: Oh I just said that.  
W9!bΥ hƘΦ ²Ŝƭƭ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ 
.9w9bD9wΥ ¢ƘŀǘΩs very nice of you. 
W9!bΥ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΦ 
BERENGER: But I would like to say how sorry I am for being so insistent ... and so obstinate ... and getting so angry ... in fact ... I acted 
stupidly. 
W9!bΥ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ 
.9w9bD9wΥ LΩƳ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻǊry. 
W9!bΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ ώIŜ ŎƻǳƎƘǎΦϐ 
.9w9bD9wΥ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ōŜŘΦ ώ²ƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƻƴŜΥϐ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ WŜŀƴΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ 
JEAN: What about? 
BERENGER: About ... well, you know, the same thing. Sorry to bring ƛǘ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǘ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ 
ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿŀȅǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǊƘƛƴƻŎŜǊƻǎŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ Ƙƻrns 
and some with one. 

Fugard, Athol. ñMaster Haroldòéand the boys. New York: Penguin, 1982. (1982) 

From ñMaster Haroldòéand the boys  

{ŀƳΥ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŀnt life to be 
ƭƛƪŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘΣ IŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ōǳƳǇƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ [ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΥ LΩǾŜ ōǳƳǇŜŘ 
ƛƴǘƻ ²ƛƭƭƛŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ōǳƳǇƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ 5ŀŘΦ Φ Φ Φ bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ knows 
ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ hǇŜƴ ŀ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ 
what do you read? America has bumped into Russia, England is bumping into India, rich man bumps into poor man. Those are big 
collisions, Hally. They make for ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ōǊǳƛǎŜǎΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ƎŜǘ ƘǳǊǘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳƳǇƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
on for too long. Are we never going to get it right? . . . Learn to dance life like champions instead of always being just a bunch of 
beginners at it? 
IŀƭƭȅΥ ό5ŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜ ŀŘƳƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴύ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΣ {ŀƳΗ 
{ŀƳΥ bƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ LΩƳ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ŜƴǘŜnary Hall in 
ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎΩ ǘƛƳŜΦ CƻǊ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎ lasts, we are going to see six couples get it right, the way we want life to be. 
Hally: But is that the best we can do, Sam . . . watch six finalists dreaming about the way it should be? 
{ŀƳΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΦ !ƴŘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅ L ǊŜŎƪƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀ 
few people who have got past just dreaming about it and are trying for something real. Remember that thing we read once in the 
paper about the Mahatma Gandhi? Going without food to stop those riots in India? 

Poetry 

Shakespeare, William. ñSonnet 73.ò Shakespeare: The Poems. Edited by David Bevington. New York: 

Bantam, 1988. (1609) 
That time of year thou mayst in me behold 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 



Lƴ ƳŜ ǘƘƻǳ ǎŜŜΩǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƛƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ Řŀȅ !ǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎǳƴǎŜǘ ŦŀŘŜǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǎǘΤ 
²ƘƛŎƘ ōȅ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ōƭŀŎƪ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŘƻǘƘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀǿŀȅΣ 5ŜŀǘƘΩǎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǎŜƭŦΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜŀƭǎ ǳǇ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǘΦ 
Lƴ ƳŜ ǘƘƻǳ ǎŜŜΩst the glowing of such fire, 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 
!ǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘōŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜƻƴ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ŜȄǇƛǊŜΣ /ƻƴǎǳƳŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǳǊƛǎƘŜŘ ōȅΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƘƻǳ ǇŜǊŎŜƛǾΩǎǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘȅ ƭove 
more strong, To love that well which thou must leave ere long. 

Donne, John. ñSong.ò The Complete Poetry of John Donne. Edited by John T. Shawcross. New York: Anchor 

Books, 1967. (1635) 
Goe, and catche a falling starre, 
Get with child a mandrake roote, 
Tell me, where all past yeares are, 
Or who cleft the Divels foot, 
Teach me to heare Mermaides singing,  
Or to keep off envies stinging, 
And finde 
What winde 
Serves to advance an honest minde. 
If thou beest borne to strange sights, 
Things invisible to see, 
Ride ten thousand daies and nights, 
Till age snow white haires on thee, 
¢ƘƻǳΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘƻǳ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΩǎǘΣ ǿƛƭǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜŜ 
All strange wonders that befell thee, 
And sweare 
No where 
Lives a woman true, and faire. 
If thou findst one, let mee know, 
Such a Pilgrimage were sweet; 
Yet doe not, I would not goe, 
Though at next doore wee might meet, 
Though shee were true, when you met her, 
And last, till you write your letter, 
Yet shee 
Will bee 
False, ere I come, to two, or three. 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe. ñOzymandias.ò The Complete Poems of Percy Bysshe Shelley. New York: Modern 

Library, 1994. (1817) 
I met a traveller from an antique land  
Who saidτέ¢ǿƻ Ǿŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊǳƴƪƭŜǎǎ ƭŜƎǎ ƻŦ ǎǘƻƴŜ  
Stand in the desert ... Near them, on the sand,  
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,  
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,  
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read  
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,  
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed;  
And on the pedestal these words appear:  
Ψaȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ hȊȅƳŀƴŘƛŀǎΣ YƛƴƎ ƻŦ YƛƴƎǎΥ  
Look on my works, ye Mighty, ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊΗΩ  
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay  
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare  
¢ƘŜ ƭƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǾŜƭ ǎŀƴŘǎ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

Poe, Edgar Allan. ñThe Raven.ò Complete Stories and Poems of Edgar Allan Poe. New York: Doubleday, 

1984. (1845) 
Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, 
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore τ  
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,  
As of someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 
άΨ¢ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊΣέ L ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ άǘŀǇǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ŘƻƻǊ τ  
hƴƭȅ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜΦέ 
Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December; 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow;τvainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrowτsorrow for the lost Lenore τ  
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore τ  



Nameless here for evermore. 
And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled meτfilled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 
άΨ¢ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊ ŜƴǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ŘƻƻǊ τ 
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; τ  
¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜΦέ 
Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 
ά{ƛǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ LΣ άƻǊ aŀŘŀƳΣ ǘǊǳƭȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴŜǎǎ L ƛƳǇƭƻǊŜΤ 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,  
That I scarce was suǊŜ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳέτhere I opened wide the door;τ Darkness there and nothing more. 
Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 
!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǿƻǊŘΣ ά[ŜƴƻǊŜΚέ  
¢Ƙƛǎ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ŜŎƘƻ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΣ ά[ŜƴƻǊŜΗέ  
Merely this and nothing more. 
Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,  
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 
ά{ǳǊŜƭȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ LΣ άǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƭŀǘǘƛŎŜΤ 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore τ 
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; τ  
Ψ¢ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜΗέ 
Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore; 
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 
But with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door τ  
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door τ  
Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 
Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 
ά¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘȅ ŎǊŜǎǘ ōŜ ǎƘƻǊƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǾŜƴΣ ǘƘƻǳΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀǊǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƴƻ ŎǊŀǾŜƴΣ 
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore τ  
¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘȅ ƭƻǊŘƭȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ tƭǳǘƻƴƛŀƴ ǎƘƻǊŜΗέ  
vǳƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ wŀǾŜƴ άbŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦέ 
Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 
Though its answer little meaningτlittle relevancy bore; 
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door τ 
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,  
²ƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ ƴŀƳŜ ŀǎ άbŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦέ 
But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only  
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 
Nothing farther then he utteredτnot a feather then he fluttered τ  
Till I scarcely more than muǘǘŜǊŜŘ άhǘƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƘŀǾŜ Ŧƭƻǿƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ τ  
hƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜΣ ŀǎ Ƴȅ IƻǇŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ Ŧƭƻǿƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ  
¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘ ǎŀƛŘ άbŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦέ 
Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
ά5ƻǳōǘƭŜǎǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ LΣ άǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǳǘǘŜǊǎ ƛǎ ƛǘǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǘƻŎƪ ŀƴd store 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore τ 
¢ƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊƎŜǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ IƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜƭŀƴŎƘƻƭȅ ōǳǊŘŜƴ ōƻǊŜ hŦ ΨbŜǾŜǊτƴŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦΩέ 
But the Raven still beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door; 
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore τ  
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore  
aŜŀƴǘ ƛƴ ŎǊƻŀƪƛƴƎ άbŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦέ 
This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
¢ƻ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻǿƭ ǿƘƻǎŜ ŦƛŜǊȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƴƻǿ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōƻǎƻƳΩǎ ŎƻǊŜΤ 
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
hƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴΩǎ ǾŜƭǾŜǘ ƭƛƴing that the lamp-ƭƛƎƘǘ ƎƭƻŀǘŜŘ ƻΩŜǊΣ 
But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamp-ƭƛƎƘǘ ƎƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ ƻΩŜǊΣ  
She shall press, ah, nevermore! 
Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer  



Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
ά²ǊŜǘŎƘΣέ L ŎǊƛŜŘΣ άǘƘȅ DƻŘ ƘŀǘƘ ƭŜƴǘ ǘƘŜŜτby these angels he hath sent thee 
Respiteτrespite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore; 
vǳŀŦŦΣ ƻƘ ǉǳŀŦŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƴŜǇŜƴǘƘŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƻǎǘ [ŜƴƻǊŜΗΩΩ  
vǳƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ wŀǾŜƴ άbŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦέ 
άtǊƻǇƘŜǘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ LΣ άǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŜǾƛƭΗτprophet still, if bird or devil! τ 
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted τ 
On this home by Horror hauntedτtell me truly, I implore τ  
Is thereτis there balm in Gilead?τtell meτǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ L ƛƳǇƭƻǊŜΗέ vǳƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ wŀǾŜƴ άbŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦέ 
άtǊƻǇƘŜǘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ LΣ άǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŜǾƛƭΗτprophet still, if bird or devil! 
By that Heaven that bends above usτby that God we both adore τ 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore τ  
/ƭŀǎǇ ŀ ǊŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŀŘƛŀƴǘ ƳŀƛŘŜƴ ǿƘƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƎŜƭǎ ƴŀƳŜ [ŜƴƻǊŜΦέ  
vǳƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ wŀǾŜƴ άbŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦέ 
ά.Ŝ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊŘ ƻǳǊ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ǇŀǊǘƛƴƎΣ ōƛǊŘ ƻǊ ŦƛŜƴŘΗέ L ǎƘǊƛŜƪŜŘΣ ǳǇǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ τ  
άDŜǘ ǘƘŜŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƳǇŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ bƛƎƘǘΩǎ tƭǳǘƻƴƛŀƴ ǎƘƻǊŜΗ  
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken!τquit the bust above my door! 
¢ŀƪŜ ǘƘȅ ōŜŀƪ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘȅ ŦƻǊƳ ŦǊƻƳ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ŘƻƻǊΗέ  
vǳƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ wŀǾŜƴ άbŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜΦέ 
And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
!ƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ŘŜƳƻƴΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΣ 
And the lamp-ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻΩŜǊ ƘƛƳ ǎǘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ throws his shadow on the floor;  
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor Shall be liftedτnevermore! 

Dickinson, Emily. ñWe Grow Accustomed to the Dark.ò The Complete Poems of Emily Dickinson. Boston: 

Little, Brown, 1960. (1890) 
We grow accustomed to the Dark,  
When Light is put away,  
As when the Neighbor holds the Lamp  
To witness her Goodbye. 
A Momentτ 
We uncertain step  
For newness of the night,  
Then fit our Vision to the Dark,  
And meet the Road erect. 
And so of larger Darknesses,  
Those Evenings of the Brain,  
When not a Moon disclose a sign,  
Or Star, come out, within. 
The Bravest grope a little  
And sometimes hit a Tree  
Directly in the Forehead,  
But as they learn to see, 
Either the Darkness alters  
Or something in the sight  
Adjusts itself to Midnight,  
And Life steps almost straight. 

Houseman, A. E. ñLoveliest of Trees.ò A Shropshire Lad. New York: Penguin, 1999. (1896) 

Loveliest of Trees, the cherry now 
Is hung with bloom along the bough,  
And stands about the woodland ride 
 Wearing white for Eastertide. 
Now, of my threescore years and ten, 
Twenty will not come again, 
And take from seventy springs a score, 
 It only leaves me fifty more. 
And since to look at things in bloom 
Fifty springs are little room,  
About the woodlands I will go  
To see the cherry hung with snow. 



Johnson, James Weldon. ñLift Every Voice and Sing.ò Lift Every Voice and Sing. New York: Penguin, 1993. 

(1900) 
Lift every voice and sing, 
Till earth and heaven ring, 
Ring with the harmonies of Liberty, 
Let our rejoicing rise 
IƛƎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘΩƴƛƴƎ ǎƪƛŜǎΣ 
Let it resound loud as the rolling sea. 
Sing a song full of the faith that the dark past has taught us  
Sing a song full of the hope that the present has brought us  
Facing the rising sun of our new day begun,  
Let us march on till victory is won. 
Stony the road we trod 
.ƛǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǎǘΩƴƛƴƎ ǊƻŘΣ 
Felt in the days when hope unborn had died;  
Yet with a steady beat  
Have not our weary feet  
Come to the place for which our fathers sighed? 
We have come over a way that with tears has been watered  
²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜΣ ǘǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ǇŀǘƘ ǘƘǊƻΩ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊŜŘΣ  
Out from the gloomy past, till now we stand at last  
Where the white gleam of our bright star is cast. 
God of our weary years, 
God of our silent tears, 
Thou who hast brought us thus far on the way;  
Thou who hast by Thy might,  
Led us into the light, Keep us forever in the path, we pray. 
Lest our feet stray from the places, our God, where we meet Thee,  
Lest our hearts, drunk with the wine of the world we forget Thee; Shadowed beneath Thy hand, may we forever stand,  
True to our God, true to our native land. 

Cullen, Countee. ñYet Do I Marvel.ò The Norton Anthology of African American Literature. Edited by Henry 

Louis Gates, Jr., and Nellie Y. McKay. New York: Norton, 1997. (1925) 

Auden, Wystan Hugh. òMus®e des Beaux Arts.ò The Collected Poetry of W. H. Auden. New York: Random 

House, 1945. (1938) 

Walker, Alice. ñWomen.ò Revolutionary Petunias and Other Poems. New York: Harcourt Brace, 1973. (1970) 

Baca, Jimmy Santiago. ñI Am Offering This Poem to You.ò Immigrants in Our Own Land and Selected Early 

Poems. New York: New Directions, 1977. (1977) 
I am offering this poem to you, since I have nothing else to give. Keep it like a warm coat when winter comes to cover you, or like a pair 
of thick socks the cold cannot bite through, 
I love you, 
I have nothing else to give you, so it is a pot full of yellow corn to warm your belly in winter, it is a scarf for your head, to wear over 
your hair, to tie up around your face, 
I love you, 
Keep it, treasure this as you would if you were lost, needing direction, in the wilderness life becomes when mature; and in the corner 
of your drawer, tucked away like a cabin or hogan in dense trees, come knocking, and I will answer, give you directions, and let you 
warm yourself by this fire, rest by this fire, and make you feel safe 
I love you, 
LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ŎŀǊŜǎ ƛŦ you live or die; 
remember, 
I love you 
By Jimmy Santiago Baca, from IMMIGRANTS IN OUR OWN LAND, copyright © 1979 by Jimmy Santiago Baca. Reprinted by permission 
of New Directions Publishing Corp. 

Sample Performance Tasks for Stories, Drama, and Poetry  
¶ Students analyze how the character ƻŦ hŘȅǎǎŜǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ IƻƳŜǊΩǎ Odysseyτŀ άƳŀƴ ƻŦ ǘǿƛǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴǎέτreflects conflicting 

motivations through his interactions with other characters in the epic poem. They articulate how his conflicting loyalties 
during his long and complicated journey home from the Trojan War both advance the plot ƻŦ IƻƳŜǊΩǎ ŜǇƛŎ ŀƴŘ develop 
themes. [RL.9ς10.3] 

¶ Students analyze how Michael Shaara in his Civil War novel The Killer Angels creates a sense of tension and even surprise 
regarding the outcome of events at the Battle of Gettysburg through pacing, ordering of events, and the overarching 
structure of the novel. [RL.9ς10.5] 

¶ Students analyze in detail the theme of relationships between mothers and daughters and how that theme develops over 
the course of !Ƴȅ ¢ŀƴΩǎ The Joy Luck Club. Students search the text for specific details that show how the theme emerges 
and how it is shaped and refined over the course of the novel. [RL.9ς10.2] 



¶ Students analyze how the Japanese filmmaker Akira Kurosawa in his film Throne of Blood draws on and trans- 

¶ CƻǊƳǎ {ƘŀƪŜǎǇŜŀǊŜΩǎ Ǉƭŀȅ aŀŎōŜǘƘ in order to develop a similar plot set in feudal Japan. [RL.9ς10.9] 

¶ Students analyze how artistic representations of Ramses II (the pharaoh who reigned during the time of Moses) vary, basing 
their analysis on what is emphasized or absent in different treatments of the pharaoh in works of art (e.g., images in the 
.ǊƛǘƛǎƘ aǳǎŜǳƳύ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ tŜǊŎȅ .ȅǎǎƘŜ {ƘŜƭƭŜȅΩǎ ǇƻŜƳ άhȊȅƳŀƴŘƛŀǎΦέ ώw[Φфς10.7] 

Informational Texts: English Language Arts 

Henry, Patrick. ñSpeech to the Second Virginia Convention.ò (1775) 

MR. PRESIDENT:  
No man thinks more highly than I do of the patriotism, as well as abilities, of the very worthy gentlemen who have just addressed the 
House. But different men often see the same subject in different lights; and, therefore, I hope it will not be thought disrespectful to 
those gentlemen if, entertaining as I do, opinions of a character very opposite to theirs, I shall speak forth my sentiments freely, and 
without reserve. This is no time for ceremony. The question before the House is one of awful moment to this country. For my own 
part, I consider it as nothing less than a question of freedom or slavery; and in proportion to the magnitude of the subject ought to be 
the freedom of the debate. It is only in this way that we can hope to arrive at truth, and fulfill the great responsibility which we hold to 
God and our country. Should I keep back my opinions at such a time, through fear of giving offence, I should consider myself as guilty 
of treason towards my country, and of an act of disloyalty toward the majesty of heaven, which I revere above all earthly kings. 
Mr. President, it is natural to man to indulge in the illusions of hope. We are apt to shut our eyes against a painful truth, and listen to 
the song of that siren till she transforms us into beasts. Is this the part of wise men, engaged in a great and arduous struggle for 
liberty? Are we disposed to be of the number of those who, having eyes, see not, and, having ears, hear not, the things which so nearly 
concern their temporal salvation? For my part, whatever anguish of spirit it may cost, I am willing to know the whole truth; to know 
the worst, and to provide for it. 
I have but one lamp by which my feet are guided; and that is the lamp of experience. I know of no way of judging of the future but by 
the past. And judging by the past, I wish to know what there has been in the conduct of the British ministry for the last ten years, to 
justify those hopes with which gentlemen have been pleased to solace themselves, and the House? Is it that insidious smile with which 
our petition has been lately received? Trust it not, sir; it will prove a snare to your feet. Suffer not yourselves to be betrayed with a 
kiss. Ask yourselves how this gracious reception of our petition comports with these war-like preparations which cover our waters and 
darken our land. Are fleets and armies necessary to a work of love and reconciliation? Have we shown ourselves so unwilling to be 
reconciled, that force must be called in to win back our love? Let us not deceive ourselves, sir. These are the implements of war and 
subjugation; the last arguments to which kings resort. I ask, gentlemen, sir, what means this martial array, if its purpose be not to force 
us to submission? Can gentlemen assign any other possible motive for it? Has Great Britain any enemy, in this quarter of the world, to 
call for all this accumulation of navies and armies? No, sir, she has none. They are meant for us; they can be meant for no other. They 
are sent over to bind and rivet upon us those chains which the British ministry have been so long forging. And what have we to oppose 
to them? Shall we try argument? Sir, we have been trying that for the last ten years. Have we anything new to offer upon the subject? 
Nothing. We have held the subject up in every light of which it is capable; but it has been all in vain. Shall we resort to entreaty and 
humble supplication? What terms shall we find which have not been already exhausted? Let us not, I beseech you, sir, deceive 
ourselves. Sir, we have done everything that could be done, to avert the storm which is now coming on. We have petitioned; we have 
remonstrated; we have supplicated; we have prostrated ourselves before the throne, and have implored its interposition to arrest the 
tyrannical hands of the ministry and Parliament. Our petitions have been slighted; our remonstrances have produced additional 
violence and insult; our supplications have been disregarded; and we have been spurned, with contempt, from the foot of the throne. 
In vain, after these things, may we indulge the fond hope of peace and reconciliation. There is no longer any room for hope. If we wish 
to be free, if we mean to preserve inviolate those inestimable privileges for which we have been so long contending, if we mean not 
basely to abandon the noble struggle in which we have been so long engaged, and which we have pledged ourselves never to abandon 
until the glorious object of our contest shall be obtained, we must fight! I repeat it, sir, we must fight! An appeal to arms and to the 
God of Hosts is all that is left us! 
They tell us, sir that we are weak; unable to cope with so formidable an adversary. But when shall we be stronger? Will it be the next 
week, or the next year? Will it be when we are totally disarmed, and when a British guard shall be stationed in every house? Shall we 
gather strength by irresolution and inaction? Shall we acquire the means of effectual resistance, by lying supinely on our backs, and 
hugging the delusive phantom of hope, until our enemies shall have bound us hand and foot? Sir, we are not weak if we make a proper 
use of those means which the God of nature hath placed in our power. Three millions of people, armed in the holy cause of liberty, 
and in such a country as that which we possess, are invincible by any force which our enemy can send against us. Besides, sir, we shall 
not fight our  battles alone. There is a just God who presides over the destinies of nations; and who will raise up friends to fight our 
battles for us. The battle, sir, is not to the strong alone; it is to the vigilant, the active, the brave. Besides, sir, we have no election. If we 
were base enough to desire it, it is now too late to retire from the contest. There is no retreat but in submission and slavery! Our 
chains are forged! Their clanking may be heard on the plains of Boston! The war is inevitable and let it come! I repeat it, sir, let it 
come. 
It is in vain, sir, to extenuate the matter. Gentlemen may cry, Peace, Peace but there is no peace. The war is actually begun! The next 
gale that sweeps from the north will bring to our ears the clash of resounding arms! Our brethren are already in the field! Why stand 
we here idle? What is it that gentlemen wish? What would they have? Is life so dear, or peace so sweet, as to be purchased at the 
price of chains and slavery? Forbid it, Almighty God! I know not what course others may take; but as for me, give me liberty or give me 
death! 

Washington, George. ñFarewell Address.ò (1796) 

Against the insidious wiles of foreign influence (I conjure you to believe me, fellow-citizens) the jealousy of a free people ought to be 
constantly awake, since history and experience prove that foreign influence is one of the most baneful foes of republican government. 
But that jealousy to be useful must be impartial; else it becomes the instrument of the very influence to be avoided, instead of a 



defense against it. Excessive partiality for one foreign nation and excessive dislike of another cause those whom they actuate to see 
danger only on one side, and serve to veil and even second the arts of influence on the other. Real patriots who may resist the 
intrigues of the favorite are liable to become suspected and odious, while its tools and dupes usurp the applause and confidence of the 
people, to surrender their interests.  
The great rule of conduct for us in regard to foreign nations is in extending our commercial relations, to have with them as little 
political connection as possible. So far as we have already formed engagements, let them be fulfilled with perfect good faith. Here let 
us stop. Europe has a set of primary interests which to us have none; or a very remote relation. Hence she must be engaged in 
frequent controversies, the causes of which are essentially foreign to our concerns. Hence, therefore, it must be unwise in us to 
implicate ourselves by artificial ties in the ordinary vicissitudes of her politics, or the ordinary combinations and collisions of her 
friendships or enmities.  
Our detached and distant situation invites and enables us to pursue a different course. If we remain one people under an efficient 
government. the period is not far off when we may defy material injury from external annoyance; when we may take such an attitude 
as will cause the neutrality we may at any time resolve upon to be scrupulously respected; when belligerent nations, under the 
impossibility of making acquisitions upon us, will not lightly hazard the giving us provocation; when we may choose peace or war, as 
our interest, guided by justice, shall counsel.  
Why forego the advantages of so peculiar a situation? Why quit our own to stand upon foreign ground? Why, by interweaving our 
destiny with that of any part of Europe, entangle our peace and prosperity in the toils of European ambition, rivalship, interest, humor 
or caprice?  
It is our true policy to steer clear of permanent alliances with any portion of the foreign world; so far, I mean, as we are now at liberty 
to do it; for let me not be understood as capable of patronizing infidelity to existing engagements. I hold the maxim no less applicable 
to public than to private affairs, that honesty is always the best policy. I repeat it, therefore, let those engagements be observed in 
their genuine sense. But, in my opinion, it is unnecessary and would be unwise to extend them.  

Lincoln, Abraham. ñGettysburg Address.ò (1863) 

Fourscore and seven years ago, our fathers brought forth upon this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty, and dedicated to the 
proposition that all men are created equal. 
Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. 
We are met on a great battlefield of that war. We are met to dedicate a portion of it as the final resting-place of those who here gave 
their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this. 
But in a large sense we cannot dedicate,τwe cannot consecrate,τwe cannot hallow this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who 
struggled here, have consecrated it far above our power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember, what we say 
here, but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us, the living, rather to be dedicated here to the unfinished work that they 
have thus far so nobly carried on. It is, rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us, that from these 
honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they here gave the last full measure of devotion; that we here highly 
resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain; that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom, and that 
Government of the people, by the people and for the people, shall not perish from the earth. 

Lincoln, Abraham. ñSecond Inaugural Address.ò (1865) 
Fellow-Countrymen: 
At this second appearing to take the oath of the Presidential office there is less occasion for an extended address than there was at the 
first. Then a statement somewhat in detail of a course to be pursued seemed fitting and proper. Now, at the expiration of four years, 
during which public declarations have been constantly called forth on every point and phase of the great contest which still absorbs 
the attention and engrosses the energies of the nation, little that is new could be presented. The progress of our arms, upon which all 
else chiefly depends, is as well known to the public as to myself, and it is, I trust, reasonably satisfactory and encouraging to all. With 
high hope for the future, no prediction in regard to it is ventured. 
On the occasion corresponding to this four years ago all thoughts were anxiously directed to an impending civil war. All dreaded it, all 
sought to avert it. While the inaugural address was being delivered from this place, devoted altogether to saving the Union without 
war, urgent agents were in the city seeking to destroy it without warτseeking to dissolve the Union and divide effects by negotiation. 
Both parties deprecated war, but one of them would make war rather than let the nation survive, and the other would accept war 
rather than let it perish, and the war came. 
One-eighth of the whole population were colored slaves, not distributed generally over the Union, but localized in the southern part of 
it. These slaves constituted a peculiar and powerful interest. All knew that this interest was somehow the cause of the war. To 
strengthen, perpetuate, and extend this interest was the object for which the insurgents would rend the Union even by war, while the 
Government claimed no right to do more than to restrict the territorial enlargement of it. Neither party expected for the war the 
magnitude or the duration which it has already attained.  
Neither anticipated that the cause of the conflict might cease with or even before the conflict itself should cease. Each looked for an 
easier triumph, and a result less fundamental and astounding. Both read the same Bible and pray to the same God, and each invokes 
His aid against the other. It may seem strange that any men should dare to ŀǎƪ ŀ Ƨǳǎǘ DƻŘΩǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ƛƴ ǿǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǊŜŀŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǿŜŀǘ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƧǳŘƎŜ ƴƻǘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ōŜ ƴƻǘ ƧǳŘƎŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊŀȅŜǊǎ ƻŦ ōƻǘƘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƻŦ ƴeither 
Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŦǳƭƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ !ƭƳƛƎƘǘȅ Ƙŀǎ Iƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜǎΦ ά²ƻe unto the world because of offenses; for it must needs be that 
ƻŦŦŜƴǎŜǎ ŎƻƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƻŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ōȅ ǿƘƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦŜƴǎŜ ŎƻƳŜǘƘΦέ LŦ ǿŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǎƭŀǾŜǊȅ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻŦŦenses 
which, in the providence of God, must needs come, but which, having continued through His appointed time, He now wills to remove, 
and that He gives to both North and South this terrible war as the woe due to those by whom the offense came, shall we discern 
therein any departure from those divine attributes which the believers in a living God always ascribe to Him? Fondly do we hope, 
fervently do we pray, that this mighty scourge of war may speedily pass away. Yet, if God wills that it continue until all the wealth piled 
ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŘǎƳŀƴΩǎ ǘǿƻ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛŦǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻf unrequited toil shall be sunk, and until every drop of blood drawn with the lash shall 



ōŜ ǇŀƛŘ ōȅ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǊŀǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘΣ ŀǎ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ ǎƻ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎŀƛŘ άǘƘŜ ƧǳŘƎƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Lord are 
ǘǊǳŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘŜƻǳǎ ŀƭǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ 
With malice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the 
ǿƻǊƪ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƛƴΣ ǘƻ ōƛƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΣ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǊƴŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŘƻǿ ŀƴŘ his orphan, to 
do all which may achieve and cherish a just and lasting peace among ourselves and with all nations. 

Roosevelt, Franklin Delano. ñState of the Union Address.ò (1941) 

For there is nothing mysterious about the foundations of a healthy and strong democracy. The basic things expected by our people of 
their political and economic systems are simple. They are: 
Equality of opportunity for youth and for others.  
Jobs for those who can work. 
Security for those who need it.  
The ending of special privilege for the few.  
The preservation of civil liberties for all. 
The enjoyment of the fruits of scientific progress in a wider and constantly rising standard of living. 
These are the simple, basic things that must never be lost sight of in the turmoil and unbelievable complexity of our modern world. 
The inner and abiding strength of our economic and political systems is dependent upon the degree to which they fulfill these 
expectations. 
Many subjects connected with our social economy call for immediate improvement. As examples: 
We should bring more citizens under the coverage of old-age pensions and unemployment insurance. 
We should widen the opportunities for adequate medical care. 
We should plan a better system by which persons deserving or needing gainful employment may obtain it. 
I have called for personal sacrifice. I am assured of the willingness of almost all Americans to respond to that call. 
A part of the sacrifice means the payment of more money in taxes. In my Budget Message I shall recommend that a greater portion of 
this great defense program be paid for from taxation than we are paying today. No person should try, or be allowed, to get rich out of 
this program; and the principle of tax payments in accordance with ability to pay should be constantly before our eyes to guide our 
legislation. 
If the Congress maintains these principles, the voters, putting patriotism ahead of pocketbooks, will give you their applause. 
In the future days, which we seek to make secure, we look forward to a world founded upon four essential human freedoms. 
The first is freedom of speech and expressionτeverywhere in the world. 
The second is freedom of every person to worship God in his own wayτeverywhere in the world. 
The third is freedom from wantτwhich, translated into world terms, means economic understandings which will secure to every 
nation a healthy peacetime life for its inhabitants-everywhere in the world. 
The fourth is freedom from fearτwhich, translated into world terms, means a world-wide reduction of armaments to such a point and 
in such a thorough fashion that no nation will be in a position to commit an act of physical aggression against any neighborτanywhere 
in the world. 

Hand, Learned. ñI Am an American Day Address.ò (1944) 
We have gathered here to affirm a faith, a faith in a common purpose, a common conviction, a common devotion. Some of us have 
chosen America as the land of our adoption; the rest have come from those who did the same. For this reason we have some right to 
consider ourselves a picked group, a group of those who had the courage to break from the past and brave the dangers and the 
loneliness of a strange land. What was the object that nerved us, or those who went before us, to this choice? We sought liberty; 
freedom from oppression, freedom from want, freedom to be ourselves. This we then sought; this we now believe that we are by way 
of winning. What do we mean when we say that first of all we seek liberty? I often wonder whether we do not rest our hopes too 
much upon constitutions, upon laws and upon courts. These are false hopes; believe me, these are false hopes. Liberty lies in the 
hearts of men and women; when it dies there, no constitution, no law, no court can even do much to help it. While it lies there it 
needs no constitution, no law, no court to save it. And what is this liberty which must lie in the hearts of men and women? It is not the 
ruthless, the unbridled will; it is not freedom to do as one likes. That is the denial of liberty, and leads straight to its overthrow. A 
society in which men recognize no check upon their freedom soon becomes a society where freedom is the possession of only a 
savage few; as we have learned to our sorrow.  
What then is the spirit of liberty? I cannot define it; I can only tell you my own faith. The spirit of liberty is the spirit which is not too 
sure that it is right; the spirit of liberty is the spirit which seeks to understand the mind of other men and women; the spirit of liberty is 
the spirit which weighs their interests alongside its own without bias; the spirit of liberty remembers that not even a sparrow falls to 
earth unheeded; the spirit of liberty is the spirit of Him who, near two thousand years ago, taught mankind that lesson it has never 
learned but never quite forgotten; that there may be a kingdom where the least shall be heard and considered side by side with the 
greatest. And now in that spirit, that spirit of an America which has never been, and which may never be; nay, which never will be 
except as the conscience and courage of Americans create it; yet in the spirit of that America which lies hidden in some form in the 
aspirations of us all; in the spirit of that America for which our young men are at this moment fighting and dying; in that spirit of liberty 
and of America I ask you to rise and with me pledge our faith in the glorious destiny of our beloved country. 

Smith, Margaret Chase. ñRemarks to the Senate in Support of a Declaration of Conscience.ò (1950) 

Mr. President: 

I would like to speak briefly and simply about a serious national condition. It is a national feeling of fear and frustration that could 
result in national suicide and the end of everything that we Americans hold dear. It is a condition that comes from the lack of effective 
leadership in either the Legislative Branch or the Executive Branch of our Government. 
That leadership is so lacking that serious and responsible proposals are being made that national advisory commissions be appointed 
to provide such critically needed leadership. 



I speak as briefly as possible because too much harm has already been done with irresponsible words of bitterness and selfish political 
opportunism. I speak as briefly as possible because the issue is too great to be obscured by eloquence. I speak simply and briefly in the 
hope that my words will be taken to heart. 
I speak as a Republican. I speak as a woman. I speak as a United States Senator. I speak as an American. 
The United States Senate has long enjoyed worldwide respect as the greatest deliberative body in the world. But recently that 
deliberative character has too often been debased to the level of a forum of hate and character assassination sheltered by the shield 
of congressional immunity. 
It is ironical that we Senators can in debate in the Senate directly or indirectly, by any form of words, impute to any American who is 
not a Senator any conduct or motive unworthy or unbecoming an Americanτand without that non-Senator American having any legal 
redress against usτyet if we say the same thing in the Senate about our colleagues we can be stopped on the grounds of being out of 
order. 
It is strange that we can verbally attack anyone else without restraint and with full protection and yet we hold ourselves above the 
same type of criticism here on the Senate Floor. Surely the United States Senate is big enough to take self-criticism and self-appraisal. 
{ǳǊŜƭȅ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ŀǘǘŀŎƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ άŘƛǎƘ ƻǳǘέ ǘƻ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜǊǎΦ 
I think that it is high time for the United States Senate and its members to do some soul-searchingτfor us to weigh our consciencesτ
on the manner in which we are performing our duty to the people of Americaτon the manner in which we are using or abusing our 
individual powers and privileges. 
I think that it is high time that we remembered that we have sworn to uphold and defend the Constitution. I think that it is high time 
that we remembered that the Constitution, as amended, speaks not only of the freedom of speech but also of trial by jury instead of 
trial by accusation. 
Whether it be a criminal prosecution in court or a character prosecution in the Senate, there is little practical distinction when the life 
of a person has been ruined. 
Those of us who shout the loudest about Americanism in making character assassinations are all too frequently those who, by our own 
words and acts, ignore some of the basic principles of Americanism: 
 The right to criticize; 
 The right to hold unpopular beliefs; 
 The right to protest; 
 The right of independent thought. 
The exercise of these rights should not cost one single American citizen his reputation or his right to a livelihood nor should he be in 
danger of losing his reputation or livelihood merely because he happens to know someone who holds unpopular beliefs. Who of us 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΚ hǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭǎ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦ hǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜǘ ƛƴΦ 
¢ƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƛƴŘǎ ƭŜǎǘ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǎƳŜŀǊŜŘ ŀǎ ά/ƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘǎέ or 
άCŀǎŎƛǎǘǎέ ōy their opponents. Freedom of speech is not what it used to be in America. It has been so abused by some that it is not 
exercised by others. 
The American people are sick and tired of seeing innocent people smeared and guilty people whitewashed. But there have been 
enough proved cases, such as the Amerasia case, the Hiss case, the Coplon case, the Gold case, to cause the nationwide distrust and 
strong suspicion that there may be something to the unproved, sensational accusations. 
I doubt if the Republican Party couldτǎƛƳǇƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǳǇƘƻƭŘ ŀƴȅ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ǉǳǘǎ 
ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŜȄǇƭƻƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀōƻǾŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΦ {ǳǊŜƭȅ ǿŜ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎŀƴǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅΦ 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎŀƴ tŀǊǘȅ ǿƛƴ ǘƘŀt way. While it might be a fleeting victory for the Republican Party, it would be a more 
lasting defeat for the American people. Surely it would ultimately be suicide for the Republican Party and the two-party system that 
has protected our American liberties from the dictatorship of a one party system. 
As members of the Minority Party, we do not have the primary authority to formulate the policy of our Government.  
But we do have the responsibility of rendering constructive criticism, of clarifying issues, of allaying fears by acting as responsible 
citizens. 
As a woman, I wonder how the mothers, wives, sisters, and daughters feel about the way in which members of their families have 
been politically mangled in the Senate debateτŀƴŘ L ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άŘŜōŀǘŜέ ŀŘvisedly. 
As a United States Senator, I am not proud of the way in which the Senate has been made a publicity platform for irresponsible 
sensationalism. I am not proud of the reckless abandon in which unproved charges have been hurled from the side of the aisle. I am 
not proud of the obviously staged, undignified countercharges that have been attempted in retaliation from the other side of the aisle. 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ {ŜƴŀǘŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǊŜƴŘŜȊǾƻǳǎ ŦƻǊ ǾƛƭƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŦƻǊ ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ Ǝŀƛƴ ŀǘ ǘƘe sacrifice of individual 
reputations and national unity. I am not proud of the way we smear outsiders from the Floor of the Senate and hide behind the cloak 
of congressional immunity and still place ourselves beyond criticism on the Floor of the Senate. 
Aǎ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΣ L ŀƳ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ 5ŜƳƻŎǊŀǘǎ ŀƭƛƪŜ ŀǊŜ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ άŎƻƴfuse, 
ŘƛǾƛŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊΦέ !ǎ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ 5ŜƳƻŎǊŀǘƛŎ !ŘƳƛƴƛǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ άǿƘƛǘŜǿŀǎƘέ ƻǊ άŎƻǾŜǊ-ǳǇέ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǿŀƴǘ a 
Republican smear or witch hunt. 
!ǎ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΣ L ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴ ŀ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎŀƴ άCŀǎŎƛǎǘέ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ L ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴ ŀ 5ŜƳƻŎǊŀǘƛŎ ά/ƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘΦέ L ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴ ŀ 5ŜƳƻŎǊŀǘ 
άCŀǎŎƛǎǘέ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ L ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴ ŀ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎŀƴ ά/ƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ Ŝǉǳŀƭƭȅ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ and to our country. As an 
American, I want to see our nation recapture the strength and unity it once had when we fought the enemy instead of ourselves. 
Lǘ ƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘǊŀŦǘŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƭƭ ŀ ά5ŜŎƭŀǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ /ƻƴǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΦέ L ŀƳ ƎǊŀǘƛŦƛŜd that Senator Tobey, Senator Aiken, 
Senator Morse, Senator Ives, Senator Thye, and Senator Hendrickson have concurred in that declaration and have authorized me to 
announce their concurrence. 

King, Jr., Martin Luther. ñLetter from Birmingham Jail.ò Why We Canôt Wait. New York: Signet Classics, 2000. 

(1963)  
My Dear Fellow Clergymen: 



²ƘƛƭŜ ŎƻƴŦƛƴŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ƛǊƳƛƴƎƘŀƳ Ŏƛǘȅ ƧŀƛƭΣ L ŎŀƳŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘƛŜǎ άǳƴǿƛǎŜ ŀƴd 
ǳƴǘƛƳŜƭȅΦέ {ŜƭŘƻƳ Řƻ L ǇŀǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŎǊƛǘƛŎƛǎƳ of my work and ideas. If I sought to answer all the criticisms that cross my desk, my 
secretaries would have little time for anything other than such correspondence in the course of the day, and I would have no time for 
constructive work. But since I feel that you are men of genuine good will and that your criticisms are sincerely set forth, I want to try to 
answer your statements in what I hope will be patient and reasonable terms. 
I think I should indicate why I am here In Birmingham, since you have been ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŜǿ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǊƎǳŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ άƻǳǘǎƛŘŜǊǎ 
ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴΦέ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǊ ƻŦ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ [ŜŀŘŜǊǎƘƛǇ /ƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΣ ŀƴ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛng in 
every southern state, with headquarters in Atlanta, Georgia. We have some eighty-five affiliated organizations across the South, and 
one of them is the Alabama Christian Movement for Human Rights. Frequently we share staff, educational and financial resources with 
our affiliates. Several months ago the affiliate here in Birmingham asked us to be on call to engage in a nonviolent direct-action 
program if such were deemed necessary. We readily consented, and when the hour came we lived up to our promise. So I, along with 
several members of my staff, am here because I was invited here I am here because I have organizational ties here. 
But more basically, I am in Birmingham because injustice is here. Just as the prophets of the eighth century B.C. left their villages and 
ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ άǘƘǳǎ ǎŀƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘέ ŦŀǊ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǳƴŘŀǊƛŜs of their home towns, and just as the Apostle Paul left his village of Tarsus 
and carried the gospel of Jesus Christ to the far corners of the Greco-Roman world, so am I. compelled to carry the gospel of freedom 
beyond my own home town. Like Paul, I must constantly respond to the Macedonian call for aid. 
Moreover, I am cognizant of the interrelatedness of all communities and states. I cannot sit idly by in Atlanta and not be concerned 
about what happens in Birmingham. Injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere. We are caught in an inescapable network of 
mutuality, tied in a single garment of destiny. Whatever affects one directly, affects all indirectly. Never again can we afford to live 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿΣ ǇǊƻǾƛƴŎƛŀƭ άƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŀƎƛǘŀǘƻǊέ ƛŘŜŀΦ !ƴȅƻƴŜ who lives inside the United States can never be considered an outsider 
anywhere within its bounds.  
License granted by Intellectual Properties Management, Atlanta, Georgia, as exclusive licensor of the King Estate.  

King, Jr., Martin Luther. ñI Have a Dream: Address Delivered at the March on Washington, D.C., for Civil 

Rights on August 28, 1963.ò (1963) 

Angelou, Maya. I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings. New York: Random House, 1970. (1969)  

From Chapter 14 

She said she was going to give me some books and that I not only must read them, I must read them aloud. She suggested that I try to 
make a sentence sound in as many different ways as possible. 
άLΩƭƭ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ƴƻ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ŀ ōƻƻƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ōŀŘƭȅ ƘŀƴŘƭŜŘΦέ aȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ōƻƎƎƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƴƛǎƘment I would 
ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƛŦ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ L ŘƛŘ ŀōǳǎŜ ŀ ōƻƻƪ ƻŦ aǊǎΦ CƭƻǿŜǊǎΩΦ 5ŜŀǘƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ƪƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛŜŦΦ 
The odors in the house surprised me. Somehow I had never connected Mrs. Flowers with food or eating or any other common 
experience of common people. There must have been an outhouse, too, but my mind never recorded it. 
The sweet scent of vanilla had met us as she opened the door. 
άL ƳŀŘŜ ǘŜŀ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ L ƘŀŘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƛƴǾƛǘŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƻƪƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜƳƻƴŀŘŜ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ chat. The 
ƭŜƳƻƴŀŘŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜōƻȄΦέ 
It followed that Mrs. Flowers would have ice on an ordinary day, when most families in our town bought ice late on Saturdays only a 
few times during the summer to be used in the wooden ice-cream freezers. 
She took the bags from me and disappeared through the kitchen door. I looked around the room that I had never in my wildest 
fantasies imagined I would see. Browned photographs leered or threatened from the walls and the white, freshly done curtains 
pushed against themselves and against the wind. I wanted to gobble up the room entire and take it to Bailey, who would help me 
analyze and enjoy it. 

Wiesel, Elie. ñHope, Despair and Memory.ò Nobel Lectures in Peace 1981ï1990. Singapore: World Scientific, 

1997. (1986) 
It is with a profound sense of humility that I accept the honor - the highest there is - that you have chosen to bestow upon me. I know 
your choice transcends my person. 
Do I have the right to represent the multitudes who have perished? Do I have the right to accept this great honor on their behalf? I do 
not. No one may speak for the dead, no one may interpret their mutilated dreams and visions. And yet, I sense their presence. I always 
do - and at this moment more than ever. The presence of my parents, that of my little sister. The presence of my teachers, my friends, 
my companions... 
This honor belongs to all the survivors and their children and, through us to the Jewish people with whose destiny I have always 
identified. 
I remember: it happened yesterday, or eternities ago. A young Jewish boy discovered the Kingdom of Night. I remember his 
bewilderment, I remember his anguish. It all happened so fast. The ghetto. The deportation. The sealed cattle car. The fiery altar upon 
which the history of our people and the future of mankind were meant to be sacrificed. 
L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΥ ά/ŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜ ǘǊǳŜΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǿŜƴǘƛŜǘƘ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ aƛŘŘƭŜ !ƎŜǎΦ ²Ƙƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƭƻǿ ǎǳŎƘ Ŏrimes to 
ōŜ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŘΚ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΚέ 
And now the boy is turning tƻ ƳŜΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪǎΣ άǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΚέ !ƴŘ L 
tell him that I have tried. That I have tried to keep memory alive, that I have tried to fight those who would forget. Because if we 
forget, we are guilty, we are accomplices. 
And then I explain to him how naïve we were, that the world did know and remained silent. And that is why I swore never to be silent 
whenever wherever human beings endure suffering and humiliation. We must take sides. Neutrality helps the oppressor, never the 
victim. Silence encourages the tormentor, never the tormented. Sometimes we must interfere. When human lives are endangered, 
when human dignity is in jeopardy, national borders and sensitivities become irrelevant. Wherever men and women are persecuted 
because of their race, religion, or political views, that place mustτ at that momentτbecome the center of the universe. 



Reagan, Ronald. ñAddress to Students at Moscow State University.ò The American Reader: Words that 

Moved a Nation, 2nd Edition. Edited by Diane Ravitch. New York: HarperCollins, 2000. (1988) 

From ñRonald Reagan: Speech at Moscow State Universityò 

But progress is not foreordained. The key is freedomτfreedom of thought, freedom of information, freedom of communication. The 
ǊŜƴƻǿƴŜŘ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘΣ ǎŎƘƻƭŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΣ aƛƪƘŀƛƭ [ƻƳƻƴƻǎƻǾΣ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΣέ he said, 
άǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŀǇƛŘΣ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ȅƻƪŜ ƻŦ ǎƭŀǾŜǊȅ ƛǎ Ŏŀǎǘ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ Ǌeplaced by the 
ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ƻŦ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅΦέ  ώΧϐ 
The explorers of the modern era are the entrepreneurs, men with vision, with the courage to take risks and faith enough to brave the 
unknown. These entrepreneurs and their small enterprises are responsible for almost all the economic growth in the United States. 
They are the prime movers of the technological revolution. In fact, one of the largest personal computer firms in the United States was 
started by two college students, no older than you, in the garage behind their home. Some people, even in my own country, look at 
the riot of experiment that is the free market and see only waste. What of all the entrepreneurs that fail? Well, many do, particularly 
the successful ones; often several times. And if you ask thŜƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΤ ȅŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŦŀƛƭƛƴƎΦ [ƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀǘƘƭŜǘŜ ƛƴ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƭŀǊ ƛƴ ǇǳǊǎǳƛǘ ƻŦ the truth, 
experience is the greatest teacher. ώΧϐ 
²Ŝ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƴƻ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ƛƴ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǇŀǎǘƛƳŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ п ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎan people 
choose a new President, and 1988 is one of those years. At one point there were 13 major candidates running in the two major 
parties, not to mention all the others, including the Socialist and Libertarian candidatesτall trying to get my job.  
About 1,000 local television stations, 8,500 radio stations, and 1,700 daily newspapersτeach one an independent, private enterprise, 
fiercely independent of the Governmentτreport on the candidates, grill them in interviews, and bring them together for debates. In 
the end, the people vote; they decide who will be the next President. 
.ǳǘ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ōŜƎƛƴ ƻǊ ŜƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƭŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ Dƻ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǘƻǿƴΣ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ŘƻȊŜƴǎ ƻŦ ŎƘǳǊŎƘŜǎΣ 
representing many different beliefsτin many places, synagogues and mosquesτŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƴŎŜƛǾŀōƭŜ 
nationality worshiping together. Go into any schoolroom, and there you will see children being taught the Declaration of 
Independence, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable rightsτamong them life, liberty, and the pursuit of 
happinessτthat no government can justly deny; the guarantees in their Constitution for freedom of speech, freedom of assembly, and 
freedom of religion.  
Go into any courtroom, and there will preside an independent judge, beholden to no government power. There every defendant has 
the right to a trial by a jury of his peers, usually 12 men and womenτcommon citizens; they are the ones, the only ones, who weigh 
the evidence and decide on guilt or innocence. In that court, the accused is innocent until proven guilty, and the word of a policeman 
or any official has no greater legal standing than the word of the accused.  
Dƻ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ŎŀƳǇǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜŀǘŜŘ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ŀnd 
ǿƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ǳǊƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƘe legislature conducting the business of government right 
there before the camera, debating and voting on the legislation that will become the law of the land. March in any demonstration, and 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΤ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭȅ ƛǎ ƎǳŀǊŀƴteed in the Constitution and protected by the police. Go into any 
union hall, where the members know their right to strike is protected by law.  
But freedom is more even than this. Freedom is the right to question and change the established way of doing things. It is the 
continuing revolution of the marketplace. It is the understanding that allows us to recognize shortcomings and seek solutions. It is the 
right to put forth an idea, scoffed at by the experts, and watch it catch fire among the people. It is the right to dreamτto follow your 
ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻǊ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŜŀ ƻŦ ŘƻǳōǘŜǊǎΦ CǊŜŜŘƻƳ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ǎƛƴƎƭe person, 
no single authority or government has a monopoly on the truth, but that every individual life is infinitely precious, that every one of us 
put on this world has been put there for a reason and has something to offer. 

Quindlen, Anna. ñA Quilt of a Country.ò Newsweek September 27, 2001. (2001) 
America is an improbable idea. A mongrel nation built of ever-changing disparate parts, it is held together by a notion, the notion that 
ŀƭƭ ƳŜƴ ŀǊŜ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ŜǉǳŀƭΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳŜƴ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦ άhŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƛn the 
world, the United States was built in ƴƻōƻŘȅΩǎ ƛƳŀƎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŀƴ 5ŀƴƛŜƭ .ƻƻǊǎǘƛƴ ǿǊƻǘŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ƻŦ ōƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ 
pieces that seem discordant, like the crazy quilts that have been one of its great folk-art forms, velvet and calico and checks and 
brocades. Out of many, one. That is the ideal. 

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts: English Language Arts  
¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜ DŜƻǊƎŜ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴΩǎ CŀǊŜǿŜƭƭ !ŘŘǊŜǎǎ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ ǇƻƭƛŎȅ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘǎΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ aƻƴǊƻŜ 5ƻŎǘǊƛƴŜΣ 

and analyze how both texts address similar themes and concepts ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ άŜƴǘŀƴƎƭƛƴƎ ŀƭƭƛŀƴŎŜǎΦέ ώwLΦфς10.9] 

¶ Students analyze how !ōǊŀƘŀƳ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ά{ŜŎƻƴŘ LƴŀǳƎǳǊŀƭ !ŘŘǊŜǎǎέ unfolds his examination of the ideas that led to 
the Civil War, paying particular attention to the order in which the points are made, how Lincoln introduces and develops his 
points, and the connections that are drawn between them. [RI.9ς10.3] 

¶ Students evaluate the argument and specific claims ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ άǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƻŦ ƭƛōŜǊǘȅέ ƛƴ [ŜŀǊƴŜŘ IŀƴŘΩǎ άL !Ƴ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ 5ŀȅ 
!ŘŘǊŜǎǎΣέ assessing the relevance and sufficiency of the evidence and the validity of his reasoning. [RI.9ς10.8] 

¶ Students determine the purpose and point of view ƛƴ aŀǊǘƛƴ [ǳǘƘŜǊ YƛƴƎΣ WǊΦΩǎΣ άL IŀǾŜ ŀ 5ǊŜŀƳέ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ŀƴŘ analyze how 
King uses rhetoric to advance his position. [RI.9ς10.6] 



Informational Texts: History/Social Studies 

Brown, Dee. Bury My Heart at Wounded Knee: An Indian History of the American West. New York: Holt 

Rinehart Winston, 1970. (1970)  

From Chapter 1: ñTheir Manners Are Decorous and Praiseworthyò 
ThŜ ŘŜŎŀŘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘ LƴŘƛŀƴ ŦǊƻƴǘƛŜǊέ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōŀŘ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎǘŜǊƴ ǘǊƛōŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ /ƘŜǊƻƪŜŜ 
ƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǿŀǊǎΣ ŘƛǎŜŀǎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎƪŜȅΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƭƻǘǘŜŘ ƻǳt. 
Because the Cherokees numbered several thousands, their removal to the West was planned to be in gradual stages, but the discovery 
of Appalachian gold within their territory brought on a clamor for their immediate wholesale exodus. During the autumn of 1838, 
DŜƴŜǊŀƭ ²ƛƴŦƛŜƭŘ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴǘƻ ŎŀƳǇǎΦ ό! ŦŜǿ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {Ƴƻƪȅ 
Mountains and many years later where given a small reservation in North Carolina.) From the prison camps they were started 
westward to Indian Territory. On the long winter trek, one of every four Cherokees died from the cold, hunger, or disease. They called 
ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊŎƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ άǘǊŀƛƭ ƻŦ ǘŜŀǊǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ /ƘƻŎǘŀǿǎΣ /ƘƛŎƪŀǎŀǿǎΣ /ǊŜŜƪǎΣ ŀƴŘ {ŜƳƛƴƻƭŜǎ ŀƭǎƻ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƳŜƭŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ƻǳǘƘΦ In the 
North, surviving remnants of the Shawnees, Miamis, Ottawas, Hurons, Delawares, and many other once mighty tribes walked or 
traveled by horseback and wagon beyond the Mississippi, carrying their shabby goods, their rusty farming tools, and bags of seed corn. 
All of them arrived as refugees, poor relations, in the country of the proud and free Plains Indians. 
{ŎŀǊŎŜƭȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŦǳƎŜŜǎ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘ LƴŘƛŀƴ ŦǊƻƴǘƛŜǊέ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ƳŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ǿŜǎǘǿŀrd 
through Indian country. The white men of the United Statesτwho talked so much of peace but rarely seemed to practice itτwere 
marching to war with the white men who had conquered the Indians of Mexico. When the war with Mexico ended in 1847, the United 
States took possession of a vŀǎǘ ŜȄǇŀƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ǘƻ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǿŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘ LƴŘƛŀƴ 
ŦǊƻƴǘƛŜǊΦέ 

Connell, Evan S. Son of the Morning Star: Custer and the Little Bighorn. New York: Harper Perennial, 1985. 

(1984) 
Sitting Bull. Sitting Bull. 
In English this name sounds a little absurd, and to whites of the nineteenth century is was still more so; they alluded to him as Slightly 
Recumbent Gentleman Cow. 
Exact Translation from the Sioux is impossible, but his name may be better understood if one realizes how plains Indians respected and 
honored the bull buffalo. Whites considered this animal to be exceptionally stupid. Col. Dodge states without equivocation that the 
buffalo is the dullest creature of which he has any knowledge. A herd of buffalo would graze complacently while every member was 
shot down. He himself shot two cows and thirteen calves while the survivors grazed and watched. He and others in his party had to 
shout and wave their hats to drive the herd away so the dead animals could be butchered. 
Indians, however, regarded buffalo as the wisest and most powerful of creatures, nearest to the omnipresent Spirit.  
Furthermore if one says in English that somebody is sitting it means he is seated, balanced on the haunches; but the Sioux expression 
has an additional sense, not equivalent to but approximating the English words situate and locate and reside. 
Thus from an Indian point of view, the name Sitting Bull signified a wise and powerful being who had taken up residence among them. 
As a boy, he was called Slow, Hunkesni, because of his deliberate manner, and it has been alleged that his parents thought him 
ordinary, perhaps even a bit slow in the head. Most biographies state that he was known also as Jumping Badger; but Stanley Vestal, 
afteǊ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƴŀƴȅ LƴŘƛŀƴǎ ǿƘƻ ƪƴŜǿ ƘƛǎΣ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƴƻǊ ŀƴȅ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ {ƛǘǘƛƴƎ .ǳƭƭΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƛng 
called Jumping Badger. In any event, Slow he was called, and Slow would suffice until he distinguished himself. 

Gombrich, E. H. The Story of Art, 16th Edition. London: Phaidon, 1995. (1995) 

From Chapter 27: ñExperimental Art: The First Half of the Twentieth Centuryò  

In one of his letters to a young painter, Cézanne had advised him to look at nature in terms of spheres, cones and cylinders. He 
presumably meant that he should always keep these basic solid shapes in mind when organizing his pictures. But Picasso and his 
ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŘǾƛŎŜ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅΦ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΥ Ψ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƎƛǾŜƴ up claiming that we 
represent things as they appear to our eyes. That was a will-ƻΩ-the-wisp which it is useless to pursue. We do not want to fix on the 
ŎŀƴǾŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǊȅ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ŦƭŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ [Ŝǘ ǳǎ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ /ŞȊŀƴƴŜΩǎ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōǳƛƭŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ picture of our motifs as 
solidly and enduringly as we can. Why not be consistent and accept the fact that our real aim is rather to construct something, rather 
than to copy something? If we think of an object, let us say a violin, it does not appear before the eye of our mind the way it would 
appear before our bodily eyes. We can, and in fact do, think of its various aspects at the same time. Some of them stand out so clearly 
that we feel we can touch them and handle them; others are somehow blurred. And this strange medley of images represents more of 
ǘƘŜ άǊŜŀƭέ Ǿƛƻƭƛƴ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǎƴŀǇǎƘƻǘ ƻǊ ƳŜǘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴΦΩ ¢ƘƛǎΣ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜΣ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴƛƴƎ ǿƘƛch led to 
ǎǳŎƘ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎǎ ŀǎ tƛŎŀǎǎƻΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǾƛƻƭƛƴΣ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ отпΦ Lƴ ǎƻƳŜ Ǌespects, it represents a return to what we have called Egyptian 
principles, in which an object was drawn from the angle from which its characteristic form came out most clearly. 
Pablo Picasso, Violin and Grapes, 1912  
Oil on canvas, 50.6 x 61 cm, 20 x 24 in;   
The Museum of Modern Art, New York  
Mrs. David M. Levy Bequest 

Kurlansky, Mark. Cod: A Biography of the Fish That Changed the World. New York: Walker, 1997. (1997)  

From Chapter 1: ñThe Race to Codlandiaò 
A medieval fisherman is said to have hauled up a three-foot-long cod, which was common enough at the time. And the fact that the 
cod could talk was not especially surprising. But what was astonishing was that it spoke an unknown language. It spoke Basque. 
This Basque folktale shows not only the Basque attachment to their orphan language, indecipherable to the rest of the world, but also 
their tie to the Atlantic cod, Gadus morhua, a fish that has never been found in Basque or even Spanish waters. 



The Basques are enigmatic. They have lived in what is now the northwest corner of Spain and a nick of the French southwest for longer 
than history records, and not only is the origin of their language unknown, but also the origin of the people themselves remains a 
mystery also. According to one theory, these rosy-cheeked, dark-haired, long-nosed people where the original Iberians, driven by 
invaders to this mountainous corner between the Pyrenees, the Cantabrian Sierra, and the Bay of Biscay. Or they may be indigenous to 
this area. 
They graze sheep on impossibly steep, green slopes of mountains that are thrilling in their rare, rugged beauty. They sing their own 
ǎƻƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΣ 9ǳǎƪŜǊŀΦ tƻǎǎƛōƭȅ 9ǳǊƻǇŜΩǎ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΣ 9ǳǎƪŜǊŀ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ of only 
four European languagesτalong with Estonian, Finnish, and Hungarianτnot in the Indo-European family. They also have their own 
sports, most notably jai alai, and even their own hat, the Basque beret, which is bigger than any other beret. 

Haskins, Jim. Black, Blue and Gray: African Americans in the Civil War. New York: Simon & Schuster, 1998. 

(1998) 

From ñIntroduction: A óWhite Manôs War?ôò 

In 1775 the first shots were fired in the war between the thirteen American colonies and Great Britain that ended in a victory for the 
colonists and the founding of a new nation, the United States of America. Only eighty-five years later, in 1861, the first shots were 
fired in a different warτa war between the states that became known as the Civil War. It was a war fought between the Confederate 
States of America and the states that remained in the Unionτeach side representing a distinct economy, labor system, and philosophy 
of government. The southern states that formed the Confederacy had agricultural economies that depended on a slave workforce and 
believed that any rights not granted to the federal government by the United States Constitution belonged to the states. The northern 
states were undergoing rapid industrialization, which depended on wage labor, and while northerners disagreed among themselves 
about slavery, most believed it represented a direct challenge to their own rights and freedoms. Most also believed that a strong 
federal government, with the ability to legislate behavior in areas not specifically set forth in the Constitution, was key to the growth 
and strength of the American republic. It was inevitable that these two very distinct societies would clash. For the Confederates, 
nicknamed Rebels, the Civil War was a new war of Independence. For the Unionists, nicknamed Yankees, it was a war to preserve the 
Union that had been so dearly won in the American Revolution. 
In the eyes of the four and an half million African Americans, enslaved and free, it was a war about slavery; and they wanted to be part 
of the fight. But many norǘƘŜǊƴ ǿƘƛǘŜǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ōƭŀŎƪǎ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ ŀ άǿƘƛǘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǿŀǊέ ŀƴŘ 
said that slavery was not the main point of the conflict. At first, northern generals actually sent escaped slaves back to their southern 
masters. Eventually, the Union did accept blacks into its army and navy. 
A total of 178,895 black men served in 120 infantry regiments, twelve heavy artillery regiments, ten light artillery batteries, and seven 
cavalry regiments. Black soldiers constituted twelve perŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǘƘΩǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊŎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀ ŘƛǎǇǊƻǇƻǊǘƛƻƴŀǘŜ 
number of casualties. 

Dash, Joan. The Longitude Prize. New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 2000. (2000) 

From Chapter 1: ñA Most Terrible Seaò 

At six in the morning I was awaked by a great shock, and a confused noise of the men on deck. I ran up, thinking some ship had run 
foul of us, for by my own reckoning, and that of every other person in the ship, we were at least thirty-five leagues distant from land; 
but, before I could reach the quarter-deck, the ship gave a great stroke upon the ground, and the sea broke over her. Just after this I 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇŜǊŎŜƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΣ ǊƻŎƪȅΣ ǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŜǾŜƴΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ ŎŀōƭŜǎΩ ƭŜƴƎǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎΧǘƘŜ Ƴŀǎǘǎ ǎƻƻƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊōƻŀǊŘΣ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ǎome 
ƳŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΧ ƴƻǘwithstanding a most terrible sea, one of the [lifeboats] was launched, and eight of the best men jumped into her; 
ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŎŀǊŎŜƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ǎǘŜǊƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘǳǊƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎƻǳƭ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǇŜǊƛǎƘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘhe boats 
were sooƴ ǿŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƪΦ ²Ŝ ǘƘŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǊŀŦǘΧŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜǎƛƎƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ tǊƻǾƛŘŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŀǎǎƛǎǘ ǳǎΦ 
τFrom an account of the wreck of HMS Litchfield off the coast of North Africa, 1758 
The Litchfield came to grief because no one aboard knew where they were. As the narrator tells us, by his own reckoning and that of 
everyone else they were supposed to be thirty-ŦƛǾŜ ƭŜŀƎǳŜǎΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƳƛƭŜǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άǊŜŎƪƻƴƛƴƎέ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŦƻǊ 
άŘŜŀŘ ǊŜŎƪƻƴƛƴƎέτthe system used by ships at sea to keep track of their position, meaning their longitude and latitude. It was an 
intricate system, a craft, and like every other craft involved the mastery of certain tools, in this case such instruments as compass, 
hourglass, and quadrant. It was an art as well. 
Latitude, the north-ǎƻǳǘƘ ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΣ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǾƛƎŀǘƻǊΩǎ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭ ƎǳƛŘŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛƴ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ŀ DǊŜŜƪ ƻǊ wƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛƭƻǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ǘŜƭƭ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀǊ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜǉǳŀǘƻǊ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōȅ ƻōǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǘƘ {ǘŀǊΩǎ ƘŜƛƎƘǘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ ŀǘ ƴƻƻƴΦ ¢his could be 
done without instruments, trusting in experience and the naked eye, although it is believed that an ancestor of the quadrant called the 
astrolabeτέǎǘŀǊ-ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜǊέτwas known to the ancients, and used by them to measure the angular height of the sun or a star above 
the horizon. 
Phoenicians, Greeks, and Romans tended to sail along the coasts and were rarely out of sight of land. As later navigators left the safety 
of the Mediterranean to plunge into the vast Atlanticτfar from shore, and from the shorebirds that led them to itτthey still had the 
sun and the North Star. And these enabled them to follow imagined parallel lines of latitude that circle the globe. Following a line of 
latitudeτέǎŀƛƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŀƭƭŜƭέτkept a ship on a steady east-west course. Christopher Columbus, who sailed the parallel in 1492, held 
his ships on such a safe course, west and west again, straight on toward Asia. When they came across an island off the coast of what 
would later be called America, Columbus compelled his crew to sign an affidavit stating that this island was no island but mainland 
Asia. 

Thompson, Wendy. The Illustrated Book of Great Composers. London: Anness, 2004. (2004)  

From ñComposition through the Agesò 

Music as a Language 
Music as a language is the most mysterious of all art forms. People who can easily come to terms with a work of literature or a painting 
are still often baffled by the process by which a piece of music ς appearing in material form as notation ς must then be translated back 



into sound through the medium of a third party ς the performer. Unlike a painting, a musical composition cannot be owned (except by 
its creator); and although a score may be published, like a book, it may remain incomprehensible to the general public until it is 
performed. Although a piece may be played thousands of times each repetition is entirely individual, and interpretations by different 
players may vary widely.  

Origins of musical notation 
The earliest musical compositions were circumscribed by the range of the human voice. People from all cultures have always sung, or 
used primitive instruments to make sounds.  Notation, or the writing down of music, developed to enable performers to remember 
what they had improvised, to preserve what they had created, and to facilitate interaction between more than one performer. Musical 
notation, like language, has ancient origins, dating back to the Middle East in the third millennium BC. The ancient Greeks appear to 
have been the first to try to represent variations of musical pitch through the medium of the alphabet, and successive civilizations all 
over the world attempted to formulate similar systems of recognizable musical notation. 

Neumatic notation 
The earliest surviving Western European notational system was callŜŘ άƴŜǳƳŀǘƛŎ ƴƻǘŀǘƛƻƴέτa system of symbols which attempted to 
portray the rise and fall of a melodic line. These date back to the 9th century AD, and were associated with the performance of sacred 
music particularly plainsongτin monastic institutions. Several early manuscript sources contain sacred texts with accompanying 
notation, although there was no standard system. The first appearance of staff notation, in which pitch was indicated by noteheads on 
or between lines with a symbol called a clef at the beginning to fix the pitch of one note, was in the 9th century French treatise Musica 
enchiriadis. At the same time music for instruments (particularly organ and lute) was beginning to be written down in diagrammatic 
form known as tablature, which indicated ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀȅŜǊΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ 

Mann, Charles C. Before Columbus: The Americas of 1491. New York: Atheneum, 2009. (2009)  

From Chapter 2 

LŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎ ǘƻ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ƎŜƴŜǘƛŎ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎΣ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǎǳrprised by one of 
their low-tech answers: maize. 
{ŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƛȊŜΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άŎƻǊƴέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΣ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ сΣллл ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ƙƻǿ ǘhis well-
know plant was invented is still a mystery, they do know where it was inventedτƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ άǿŀƛǎǘέ ƻŦ ǎƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ aŜȄƛŎƻΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ 
jumble of mountains, beaches, wet tropical forests, and dry plains is the most ecologically diverse part of Mesoamerica. Today it is the 
home of more than a dozen different Indian groups, but the human history of these hills and valleys stretches far into the past. 

From Hunting to Gathering to Farming 

About 11,500 years ago a group of Paleoindians was living in caves in what is now the Mexican state of Puebla. These people were 
hunters, but they did not bring down mastodons and mammoths. Those huge species were already extinct. Now and then they even 
feasted on giant turtles (which were probably a lot easier to catch than the fast-moving deer and rabbits.) 
Over the next 2,000 years, though, game animals grew scarce. Maybe the people of the area had been too successful at hunting. 
Maybe, as the climate grew slowly hotter and drier, the grasslands where the animals lived shrank, and so the animal populations 
shrank, as well. Perhaps the situation was a combination of these two reasons. Whatever the explanation, hunters of Puebla and the 
neighboring state of Oaxaca turned to plants for more of their food. 

Informational Texts: Science, Mathematics, and Technical Subjects 

Cannon, Annie J. ñClassifying the Stars.ò The Universe of Stars. Edited by Harlow Shapeley and Cecilia H. 

Payne. Cambridge, Mass.: Harvard Observatory, 1926. (1926) 
Sunlight and starlight are composed of waves of various lengths, which the eye, even aided by a telescope, is unable to separate. We 
must use more than a telescope. In order to sort out the component colors, the light must be dispersed by a prism, or split up by some 
other means. For instance, sunbeams passing through rain drops, are transformed into the myriad-tinted rainbow. The familiar 
Ǌŀƛƴōƻǿ ǎǇŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ƛǎ bŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ŎƻƳǇƻǎŜŘ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƻƭƻǊǎΦ 
The very beginning of our knowledge of the nature of a star dates back to 1672, when Isaac Newton gave to the world the results of his 
experiments on passing sunlight through a prism. To describe the beautiful band of rainbow tints, produced when sunlight was 
dispersed by his three-cornered piece of glass, he took from the Latin the word spectrum, meaning an appearance. The rainbow is the 
spectrum of the Sun. 
ώΧϐ 
In 1814, more than a century after Newton, the spectrum of the Sun was obtained in such purity that an amazing detail was seen and 
studied by the German optician, Fraunhofer. He saw that the multiple spectral tings, ranging from delicate violet to deep red, were 
crossed by hundreds of fine dark lines. In other words, there were narrow gaps in the spectrum where certain shades were wholly 
blotted out. 
We must remember that the word spectrum is applied not only to sunlight, but also to the light of any glowing substance when its rays 
are sorted out by a prism or a grating.  

Bronowski, Jacob, and Millicent Selsam. Biography of an Atom. New York: Harper, 1965. (1965) 

The birth began in a young star. A young star is a mass of hydrogen nuclei. Because the star is hot (about thirteen million degrees at 
the center), the nuclei cannot hold on to their electrons. The electrons wander around. The nuclei of hydrogenτthat is, the protonsτ
are moving about very fast too. From time to time one proton runs headlong into another. When this happens, one of the protons 
loses its electric charge and changes into a neutron. The pair then cling together as a single nucleus of heavy hydrogen. This nucleus 
will in time capture another proton. Now there is a nucleus with two protons and one neutron, called light helium. When two of these 
nuclei smash into each other, two protons are expelled in the process. This creates a nucleus of helium with two protons and two 
neutrons. 



This is the fundamental process of fusion by which the primitive hydrogen of the universe is built up into a new basic material, helium. 
In this process, energy is given off in the form of heat and light that make the stars shine. It is the first stage in the birth of the heavier 
atoms. 

Walker, Jearl. ñAmusement Park Physics.ò Roundabout: Readings from the Amateur Scientist in Scientific 

American. New York: Scientific American, 1985. (1985)  

From ñAmusement Park Physics: Thinking About Physics While Scared to Death (on a Falling Roller Coaster)ò 

The rides in an amusement park not only are fun but also demonstrate principles of physics. Among them are rotational dynamics and 
energy conversion. I have been exploring the rides at Geauga Lake Amusement Park near Cleveland and have found that nearly every 
ride offers a memorable lesson. 
To me the scariest rides at the park are the roller coasters. The Big Dipper is similar to many of the roller coasters that have thrilled 
passengers for most of this century. The cars are pulled by chain t the top of the highest hill along the track, Released from the chain 
as the front of the car begins its descent, the unpowered cars have almost no speed and only a small acceleration. As more cars get 
onto the downward slope the acceleration increases. It peaks when all the cars are headed downward. The peak value is the product 
of the acceleration generated by gravity and the sine of the slope of the track. A steeper descent generates a greater acceleration, but 
packing the coaster with heavier passengers does not. 
When the coaster reaches the bottom of the valley and starts up the next hill, there is an instant when the cars are symmetrically 
distributed in the valley. The acceleration is zero. As more cars ascend the coaster begins to slow, reaching its lowest speed just as it is 
symmetrically positioned at the top of the hill. 
A roller coaster functions by means of transfers of energy. When the chain hauls the cars to the top of the first hill, it does work on the 
cars, endowing them with gravitational potential energy, the energy of a body in a gravitational field with respect to the distance of 
the body from some reference level such as the ground. As the cars descend into the first valley, much of the stored energy is 
transferred into kinetic energy, the energy of motion. 

Preston, Richard. The Hot Zone: A Terrifying True Story. New York: Anchor, 1995. (1995) 

From ñSomething in the Forestò 
мфул bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ 
Charles Monet was a loner. He was a Frenchman who live by himself in  a little wooden bungalow on the private lands of the Nzoia 
Sugar Factory, a plantation in western Kenya that spread along the Nzoiz Rover within sight of Mount Elgon, a huge, solitary, extinct 
ǾƻƭŎŀƴƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛǎŜǎ ǘƻ ŀ ƘŜƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŦƻǳǊǘŜŜƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŦŜŜǘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wƛŦǘ ±ŀƭƭŜȅΦ aƻƴŜǘΩǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƛǎ ŀ ƭittle obscure. As with so 
many expatriates who end up in Africa, it is not clear what brought him there. Perhaps he had been in some kind of trouble in France. 
Or perhaps he had been drawn to Kenya by the beauty of the country. He was an amateur naturalist, fond of birds and animals but not 
of humanity in general. He was fiftysix years old, of medium height and medium build with smooth, straight brown hair; a good-
looking man. It seems that his only close friends were women who lived in towns around the mountain, yet even they could not recall 
ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ ǿƘƻ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ Iƛǎ Ƨƻō ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƎŀǊ ŦŀŎǘƻǊȅΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊ-pumping machinery, 
which drew water from the Nzoia River and delivered it to many miles of sugar-cane fields. They say that he spent most of his day 
inside the pump house by the river as if it pleased him to watch and listen to the machines doing their work. 

Devlin, Keith. Life by the Numbers. New York: John Wiley & Sons, 1999. (1999)  

From Chapter 3: ñPatterns of Natureò 

Though animals come in many shapes and sizes, there are definite limits on the possible size of an animal of a particular shape. King 
Kong simply could not exist, for instance. As Labarbara has calculated, if you were to take a gorilla and blow it up to the size of King 
Kong, its weight would increase by more than 14,000 times but the size of its bones would increase by only a few hundred times. 
YƻƴƎΩǎ ōƻƴŜǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǿŜƛƎƘǘΗ 
And the same is true for all those giant locusts, giant ants, and the like. Imagining giantsτgiant people, giant animals, or giant 
insectsτƳƛƎƘǘ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎƛǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ǝƛŀƴǘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ have a 
giant anything. If you want to change size, you have to change to overall design. 
The reason is quite simple. Suppose you double the height (or length) of any creature, say, a gorilla. The weight will increase 8 times 
(i.e., 2 cubed), but the cross section of the bones will increase only fourfold (2 squared). Or, if you increase the height of the gorilla 10 
times, the weight will increase, 1,000 times (10 cubed), but the cross-sectional area of the bones will increase only 100 times (10 
squared). In general, when you increase the height by a certain factor, the weight will increase by the cube of that factor but the cross 
section of the bone will increase only by the square of that factor.  

Hoose, Phillip. The Race to Save Lord God Bird. New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 2004. (2004) 

Hakim, Joy. The Story of Science: Newton at the Center. Washington, D.C.: Smithsonian Books, 2005. (2005) 

Probability, a branch of mathematics, began with gambling. Pierre de Fermat (of the famous Last Theorem), Blaise Pascal, and the 
.ŜǊƴƻǳƭƭƛǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘƘŜƳŀǘƛŎŀƭ ƻŘŘǎ ƻŦ ǿƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŘ ǘŀōƭŜΦ tǊƻōŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘhey would 
ƻǊ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘǊŀǿ ŀƴ ŀŎŜΤ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ Ƙƻǿ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ ! ŘŜŎƪ ƻŦ рн ŎŀǊŘǎ Ƙŀǎ п ŀŎŜǎΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ƻŘŘǎ of the first drawn card being an 
ace are 4 in 52 (or 1 in 13). 
If 20 cards have been played and not an ace among them, those odds improve to 4 in 32 (1in 8). Always keep in mind that probability is 
about the likelihood of outcomes, not the certainty. If there are only 4 cards left in the deck, and no aces have been played, you can 
predict with certainty that the next card will be an aceτōǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǇǊƻōŀōƛƭƛǘȅΤ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŦŀŎǘΦ tǊƻōŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ƛǎ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
physics that deals with the complex woǊƭŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀǘƻƳǎΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ ǘƘŜ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀƴ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ 
number of atoms, predictions based on probability become very accurate. 



Nicastro, Nicholas. Circumference: Eratosthenes and the Ancient Quest to Measure the Globe. New York: St. 

Martinôs Press, 2008. (2008)  

From ñThe Astrolabeò 

¢ƘŜ ŀǎǘǊƻƭŀōŜ όƛƴ DǊŜŜƪΣ άǎǘŀǊ ǊŜŎƪƻƴŜǊέύ ƛǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴǳŀƭ ŎƻƳǇǳǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƻōǎŜǊǾŀǘƛƻƴ ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳȅǊƛŀŘ ǳǎŜǎ ƛƴ ŀǎǘǊƻƴƻƳȅΣ ǘƛƳŜ ƪŜeping, 
surveying, navigation, and astrology. The principles behind the most common variety, the planispheric astrolabe, were first laid down 
in antiquity by the Greeks, who pioneered the notion of projecting three-dimensional images on flat surfaces. The device reached a 
high degree of refinement in the medieval Islamic world, where it was invaluable for determining prayer times and the direction of 
Mecca from anywhere in the Muslim world. The astrolabe was introduced to Europe by the eleventh century, where is saw wide use 
until the Renaissance. 
The fundamental innovation underlying the astrolabe was the projection of an image of the sky (usually the northern hemisphere, 
ŎŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ tƻƭŀǊƛǎύ ƻƴ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜ ŎƻǊǊŜǎǇƻƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘΩǎ ŜǉǳŀǘƻǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛƳŀƎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǘȅǇƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ōǊŀǎǎ ǇƭŀǘŜ, was 
inserted into a round frame (the mater) whose circumference was marked in degrees or hours. Over the plate was fitted a lattice-work 
disk, the rete, with pointers to indicate the positions of major stars. A metal hand, similar to those on a clock, was hinged with the rete 
at the center of the instrument, as was a sighting vane (the alidade) for determining the angular height of the stars or other features, 
such as mountaintops. The entire device was usually not more than six to eight inches in diameter and half an inch thick. 
One common use of the astrolabe was to determine the time of day, even after dark. 
Other uses included determination of sunrise, and sunset times for any date past or future, predicting eclipses, finding important stars 
or constellations, and measuring the height of earthbound objects and the circumference of the earth. For this and other reasons, the 
ŀǎǘǊƻƭŀōŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΦέ 

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts: History/Social Studies & Science, 

Mathematics, and Technical Subjects  
¶ Students compare the similarities and differences in point of view in works by Dee Brown and Evan Connell regarding the 

Battle of Little Bighorn, analyzing how the authors treat the same event and which details they include and emphasize in 
their respective accounts. [RH.9ς10.6] 

¶ Students analyze the role of African American soldiers in the Civil War by comparing and contrasting primary source 
materials against secondary ǎȅƴǘƘŜǎŜǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ WƛƳ IŀǎƪƛƴǎΩǎ Black, Blue and Gray: African Americans in the Civil War. [RH.9ς
10.9] 

¶ Students determine the meaning of words such as quadrant, astrolabe, equator, and horizon line ƛƴ Wƻŀƴ 5ŀǎƘΩǎ The 
Longitude Prize as well as phrases such as dead reckoning and sailing the parallel that reflect social aspects of history. 
[RH.9ς10.4] 

¶ Students cite specific textual evidence ŦǊƻƳ !ƴƴƛŜ WΦ /ŀƴƴƻƴΩǎ ά/ƭŀǎǎƛŦȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǊǎέ to support their analysis of the 
scientific importance of the discovery that light is composed of many colors. Students include in their analysis precise 
details ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘŜȄǘ όǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ /ŀƴƴƻƴΩǎ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴōƻǿύ ǘƻ ōǳǘǘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ ώw{¢Φфς
10.1]. 

¶ Students determine how Jearl Walker clarifies the phenomenon ƻŦ ŀŎŎŜƭŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ Ŝǎǎŀȅ ά!ƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘ tŀǊƪ tƘȅǎƛŎǎΣέ 
accurately summarizing his conclusions regarding the physics of roller coasters and tracing how supporting details regarding 
the processes of rotational dynamics and energy conversion are incorporated in his explanation. [RST.9ς10.2] 

¶ Students read in tƘƛƭƭƛǇ IƻƻǎŜΩǎ wŀŎŜ ǘƻ {ŀǾŜ [ƻǊŘ DƻŘ .ƛǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘǎ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ōƛǊŘ-lovers made to save the 
ivory-billed woodpecker from extinction and assess the extent to which the reasoning and evidence Hoose presents 
supports his scientific analysis of why protecting this particular species was so challenging. [RST.9ς10.8] 

Grade 11 through College and Career Readiness Text Exemplars 

Stories 

Chaucer, Geoffrey.  The Canterbury Tales. Translated into modern English by Neville Coghill. 

Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1951. (Late 14th Century)  

From The General Prologue 
When in April the sweet showers fall  
¢Ƙŀǘ ǇƛŜǊŎŜ aŀǊŎƘΩǎ ŘǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻƻǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ 
And bathed every vein in liquor that has power 
To generate therein and sire the flower; 
When Zephyr also has with his sweet breath, 
Filled again, in every holt and heath, 
The tender shoots and leaves, and the young sun 
His half-course in the sign of the Ram has run, 
And many little birds make melody 
That sleep through all the night with open eye 
(So Nature pricks them on to ramp and rage) 
Then folk do long to go on pilgrimage,  
And palmers to go seeking out strange strands,  
To distant shrines well known in distant lands. 
!ƴŘ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎƘƛǊŜΩǎ ŜƴŘ 
Of England they to Canterbury went, 
The holy blessed martyr there to seek 



Who helped them when they lay so ill and weak 
It happened that, in that season, on a day 
In Southwark, at the Tabard, as I lay 
Ready to go on pilgrimage and start 
To Canterbury, full devout at heart, 
There came at nightfall to that hostelry 
Some nine and twenty in a company 
Of sundry persons who had chanced to fall  
In fellowship, and pilgrims were they all  
That toward Canterbury town would ride.  
The rooms and stables spacious were and wide,  
And well we there were eased, and of the best. 
And briefly, when the sun had gone to rest, 
So had I spoken with them, every one, 
That I was of their fellowship anon,  
!ƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǊƛǎŜ  
To take the road, as I will to you apprise. 
But none the less, whilst I have time and space, 
Before yet further in this tale I pace, 
It seems to me in accord with reason 
To describe to you the state of every one 
Of each of them, as it appeared to me, 
And who they were, and what was their degree,  
And even what clothes they were dressed in;  
And with a knight thus will I first begin.  

de Cervantes, Miguel. Don Quixote: The Ormsby Translation, Revised Backgrounds and Sources Criticism. 

New York: W. W. Norton, 1981. (1605) 
In a village of La Mancha, the name of which I have no desire to call to mind, there lived not long since one of those gentlemen that 
keep a lance in the lance-rack, an old buckler, a lean hack, and a greyhound for coursing. An olla of rather more beef than mutton, a 
salad on most nights, scraps on Saturdays, lentils on Fridays, and a pigeon or so extra on Sundays, made away with three-quarters of 
his income. The rest of it went in a doublet of fine cloth and velvet breeches and shoes to match for holidays, while on week-days he 
made a brave figure in his best homespun. He had in his house a housekeeper past forty, a niece under twenty, and a lad for the field 
and market-place, who used to saddle the hack as well as handle the bill-hook. The age of this gentleman of ours was bordering on 
fifty; he was of a hardy habit, spare, gaunt-featured, a very early riser and a great sportsman. They will have it his surname was 
Quixada or Quesada (for here there is some difference of opinion among the authors who write on the subject), although from 
reasonable conjectures it seems plain that he was called Quexana. This, however, is of but little importance to our tale; it will be 
ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎǘǊŀȅ ŀ ƘŀƛǊΩǎ ōǊŜŀŘǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ 
You must know, then, that the above-named gentleman whenever he was at leisure (which was mostly all the year round) gave himself 
up to reading books of chivalry with such ardour and avidity that he almost entirely neglected the pursuit of his field-sports, and even 
the management of his property; and to such a pitch did his eagerness and infatuation go that he sold many an acre of tillageland to 
buy books of chivalry to read, and brought home as many of them as he could get. But of all there were none he liked so well as those 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ CŜƭƛŎƛŀƴƻ ŘŜ {ƛƭǾŀΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭǳŎƛŘƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǎǘȅƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳplicated conceits were as pearls in his sight, 
ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇƻƴ ŎƻǳǊǘǎƘƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǘŜƭǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ άǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳnreason 
with which my reason is afflicted so weakens my reason that with reason I muǊƳǳǊ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŀǳǘȅΤέ ƻǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ άǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ƘŜŀǾŜƴǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ 
ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛǾƛƴƛǘȅ ŘƛǾƛƴŜƭȅ ŦƻǊǘƛŦȅ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΣ ǊŜƴŘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŘŜǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŜŀǘƴŜǎǎ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜǎΦέ hǾŜǊ ŎƻƴŎŜits of this 
sort the poor gentleman lost his wits, and used to lie awake striving to understand them and worm the meaning out of them; what 
Aristotle himself could not have made out or extracted had he come to life again for that special purpose. He was not at all easy about 
the wounds which Don Belianis gave and took, because it seemed to him that, great as were the surgeons who had cured him, he must 
ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ōƻŘȅ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŎŀǊǎΦ IŜ ŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŜŘΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊΩǎ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ŜƴŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻƪ with 
the promise of that interminable adventure, and many a time was he tempted to take up his pen and finish it properly as is there 
proposed, which no doubt he would have done, and made a successful piece of work of it too, had not greater and more absorbing 
thoughts prevented him. 
Many an argument did he have with the curate of his village (a learned man, and a graduate of Siguenza) as to which had been the 
better knight, Palmerin of England or Amadis of Gaul. Master Nicholas, the village barber, however, used to say that neither of them 
came up to the Knight of Phoebus, and that if there was any that could compare with him it was Don Galaor, the brother of Amadis of 
Gaul, because he had a spirit that was equal to every occasion, and was no finikin knight, nor lachrymose like his brother, while in the 
matter of valour he was not a whit behind him. In short, he became so absorbed in his books that he spent his nights from sunset to 
sunrise, and his days from dawn to dark, poring over them; and what with little sleep and much reading his brains got so dry that he 
lost his wits. His fancy grew full of what he used to read about in his books, enchantments, quarrels, battles, challenges, wounds, 
wooings, loves, agonies, and all sorts of impossible nonsense; and it so possessed his mind that the whole fabric of invention and fancy 
he read of was true, that to him no history in the world had more reality in it. He used to say the Cid Ruy Diaz was a very good knight, 
but that he was not to be compared with the Knight of the Burning Sword who with one back-stroke cut in half two fierce and 
monstrous giants. He thought more of Bernardo del Carpio because at Roncesvalles he slew Roland in spite of enchantments, availing 
himself of the artifice of Hercules when he strangled Antaeus the son of Terra in his arms. He approved highly of the giant Morgante, 
because, although of the giant breed which is always arrogant and ill-conditioned, he alone was affable and well-bred. But above all he 



admired Reinaldos of Montalban, especially when he saw him sallying forth from his castle and robbing everyone he met, and when 
beyond the seas he stole that image of Mahomet which, as his history says, was entirely of gold. To have a bout of kicking at that 
traitor of a Ganelon he would have given his housekeeper, and his niece into the bargain. 
In short, his wits being quite gone, he hit upon the strangest notion that ever madman in this world hit upon, and that was that he 
fancied it was right and requisite, as well for the support of his own honour as for the service of his country, that he should make a 
knight-errant of himself, roaming the world over in full armour and on horseback in quest of adventures, and putting in practice 
himself all that he had read of as being the usual practices of knightserrant; righting every kind of wrong, and exposing himself to peril 
and danger from which, in the issue, he was to reap eternal renown and fame. Already the poor man saw himself crowned by the 
might of his arm Emperor of Trebizond at least; and so, led away by the intense enjoyment he found in these pleasant fancies, he set 
himself forthwith to put his scheme into execution. 
The first thing he did was to clean up some armour that had belonged to his great-grandfather, and had been for ages lying forgotten 
in a corner eaten with rust and covered with mildew. He scoured and polished it as best he could, but he perceived one great defect in 
it, that it had no closed helmet, nothing but a simple morion. This deficiency, however, his ingenuity supplied, for he contrived a kind 
of half-helmet of pasteboard which, fitted on to the morion, looked like a whole one. It is true that, in order to see if it was strong and 
fit to stand a cut, he drew his sword and gave it a couple of slashes, the first of which undid in an instant what had taken him a week to 
do. The ease with which he had knocked it to pieces disconcerted him somewhat, and to guard against that danger he set to work 
again, fixing bars of iron on the inside until he was satisfied with its strength; and then, not caring to try any more experiments with it, 
he passed it and adopted it as a helmet of the most perfect construction. 
He next proceeded to inspect his hack, which, with more quartos than a real and more blemishes than the steed of Gonela, that 
άǘŀƴǘǳƳ ǇŜƭƭƛǎ Ŝǘ ƻǎǎŀ ŦǳƛǘΣέ ǎǳǊǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜs the Bucephalus of Alexander or the Babieca of the Cid.  
Four days were spent in thinking what name to give him, because (as he said to himself) it was not right that a horse belonging to a 
knight so famous, and one with such merits of his own, should be without some distinctive name, and he strove to adapt it so as to 
indicate what he had been before belonging to a knight-errant, and what he then was; for it was only reasonable that, his master 
taking a new character, he should take a new name, and that it should be a distinguished and full-sounding one, befitting the new 
order and calling he was about to follow. And so, after having composed, struck out, rejected, added to, unmade, and remade a 
multitude of names out of his memory and fancy, he decided upon calling him Rocinante, a name, to his thinking, lofty, sonorous, and 
significant of his condition as a hack before he became what he now was, the first and foremost of all the hacks in the world. 
Having got a name for his horse so much to his taste, he was anxious to get one for himself, and he was eight days more pondering 
ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ǘƛƭƭ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ά5ƻƴ vǳƛȄƻǘŜΣέ ǿƘŜƴŎŜΣ ŀǎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊs of this 
veracious history have inferred that his name must have been beyond a doubt Quixada, and not Quesada as others would have it. 
Recollecting, however, that the valiant Amadis was not content to call himself curtly Amadis and nothing more, but added the name of 
his kingdom and country to make it famous, and called himself Amadis of Gaul, he, like a good knight, resolved to add on the name of 
his, and to style himself Don Quixote of La Mancha, whereby, he considered, he described accurately his origin and country, and did 
honour to it in taking his surname from it. 
So then, his armour being furbished, his morion turned into a helmet, his hack christened, and he himself confirmed, he came to the 
conclusion that nothing more was needed now but to look out for a lady to be in love with; for a knight-errant without love was like a 
ǘǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ƻǊ ŦǊǳƛǘΣ ƻǊ ŀ ōƻŘȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǎƻǳƭΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ άLŦΣ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƛƴǎΣ ƻǊ ōȅ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜΣ L ŎƻƳe across some 
giant hereabouts, a common occurrence with knights-errant, and overthrow him in one onslaught, or cleave him asunder to the waist, 
or, in short, vanquish and subdue him, will it not be well to have someone I may send him to as a present, that he may come in and fall 
ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƴȅ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƭŀŘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘǳƳōƭŜΣ ǎǳōƳƛǎǎƛǾŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀȅΣ ΨL ŀƳ ǘƘŜ Ǝƛŀnt Caraculiambro, lord of the island of 
Malindrania, vanquished in single combat by the never sufficiently extolled knight Don Quixote of La Mancha, who has commanded 
me to present myself before your Grace, that your Highness dispose of me at your pleasureΩΚέ hƘΣ Ƙƻǿ ƻǳǊ ƎƻƻŘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ 
the delivery of this speech, especially when he had thought of someone to call his Lady! There was, so the story goes, in a village near 
his own a very good-looking farm-girl with whom he had been at one time in love, though, so far as is known, she never knew it nor 
gave a thought to the matter. Her name was Aldonza Lorenzo, and upon her he thought fit to confer the title of Lady of his Thoughts; 
and after some search for a name which should not be out of harmony with her own, and should suggest and indicate that of a 
princess and great lady, he decided upon calling her Dulcinea del Tobosoτshe being of El Tobosoτa name, to his mind, musical, 
uncommon, and significant, like all those he had already bestowed upon himself and the things belonging to him. 

Austen, Jane. Pride and Prejudice. New York: Oxford University Press, 1990. (1813)  

From Chapter 1 

It is a truth universally acknowledged that a single man in possession of a good fortune, must be in want of a wife.  
However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first entering a neighborhood, this truth is so well fixed in the 
minds of the surrounding families that he is considered as the rightful property of someone or other of their daughters.  
άaȅ ŘŜŀǊ aǊΦ .ŜƴƴŜǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ άƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ bŜǘƘŜǊŦƛŜƭŘ tŀǊƪ ƛǎ ƭŜǘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΚέ  
Mr. Bennet replied that he had not.  
ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΣέ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǎƘŜΤ άŦƻǊ aǊǎΦ [ƻƴƎ Ƙŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 
Mr. Bennet made no answer.  
ά5ƻ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƛǘΚέ ŎǊƛŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅΦ  
ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƻōƧŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƛǘΦέ  
This was invitation enough.  
ά²ƘȅΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ aǊǎΦ [ƻƴƎ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ bŜǘƘŜǊŦƛŜƭŘ ƛǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ōȅ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴan of large fortune from the north of England; 
that he came down on Monday in a chaise and four to see the place, and was so much delighted with it, that he agreed with Mr. 
Morris immediately; that he is to take possession before Michaelmas, and some of his servants are to be in the house by the end of 
ƴŜȄǘ ǿŜŜƪΦέ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 



ά.ƛƴƎƭŜȅΦέ 
άLǎ ƘŜ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƻǊ ǎƛƴƎƭŜΚέ 
άhƘΗ ǎƛƴƎƭŜΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜΗ ! ǎƛƴƎƭŜ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜΤ ŦƻǳǊ ƻǊ ŦƛǾŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ƎƛǊƭǎΗέ 
άIƻǿ ǎƻΚ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ƛǘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 
άaȅ ŘŜŀǊ aǊΦ .ŜƴƴŜǘΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ άƘƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ǎƻ ǘƛǊŜǎƻƳŜΗ ¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 
άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ƛƴ ǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 
ά5ŜǎƛƎƴΗ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜΣ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƭƪ ǎƻΗ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛƪŜƭy that he may fall in love with one of them, and therefore you must visit him 
ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎΦέ 
άL ǎŜŜ ƴƻ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ Ƴŀȅ ƎƻΣ ƻǊ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǎŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊ, for as you 
are as handsome as ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ aǊΦ .ƛƴƎƭŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΦέ 
άaȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ȅƻǳ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊ ƳŜΦ L ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ ǎƘŀǊŜ ƻŦ ōŜŀǳǘȅΣ ōǳǘ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜȄǘǊŀƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ƴƻǿΦ ²ƘŜn a 
woman has five grown-up daughters she ought to give over thinkƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ōŜŀǳǘȅΦέ  
άLƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŎŀǎŜǎ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦΦέ 
ά.ǳǘΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ aǊΦ .ƛƴƎƭŜȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘΦέ 
άLǘ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ŜƴƎŀƎŜ ŦƻǊΣ L ŀǎǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 
ά.ǳǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΦ Only think what an establishment it would be for one of them. Sir William and Lady Lucas are 
determined to go, merely on that account, for in general, you know, they visit no new-comers. Indeed you must go, for it will be 
impossible for us to visit him if ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻǾŜǊ-scrupulous surely. I dare say Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see you; and I will send a few lines by you to assure him of 
my hearty consent to his marrying whichever he chooses of the girls: though I must throw in a good word fƻǊ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ [ƛȊȊȅΦέ 
άL ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ƴƻ ǎǳŎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ [ƛȊȊȅ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΤ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƻ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ ŀǎ Jane, nor half 
so good-ƘǳƳƻǊŜŘ ŀǎ [ȅŘƛŀΦ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦέ 
ά¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƘŜΤ άǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎƛƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƛƎƴƻǊŀƴǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƛǊƭǎΤ ōǳǘ [ƛȊȊȅ Ƙŀǎ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ǉǳƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΦέ  
άaǊΦ .ŜƴƴŜǘΣ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ŀōǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǿŀȅΗ ¸ƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǾŜȄƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ no compassion on my poor 
ƴŜǊǾŜǎΦέ  
ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƛƎƘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜǊǾŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ 
ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦέ 
ά!ƘΗ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎǳŦŦŜǊΦέ  
ά.ǳǘ L ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ŦƻǳǊ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘΦέ 
άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƴƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ǳǎ ƛŦ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ǎǳŎƘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ  
ά5ŜǇŜƴŘ ǳǇƻƴ ƛǘΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘǿŜƴǘȅΣ L ǿƛƭƭ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭΦέ 
Mr. Bennet was so odd a mixture of quick parts, sarcastic humor, reserve, and caprice, that the experience of three and twenty years 
had been insufficient to make his wife understand his character. Her mind was less difficult to develop. She was a woman of mean 
understanding, little information, and uncertain temper. When she was discontented she fancied herself nervous. The business of her 
life was to get her daughters married; its solace was visiting and news.  

Poe, Edgar Allan. ñThe Cask of Amontillado.ò Complete Stories and Poems of Edgar Allan Poe. New York: 

Doubleday, 1984. (1846) 
The thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upon insult I vowed revenge. You, who so well 
know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, that gave utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point 
definitely, settled --but the very definitiveness with which it was resolved precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish but punish 
with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to 
make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.  
It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt my good will. I continued, as was my in to 
smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my smile now was at the thought of his immolation.  
He had a weak point --this Fortunato --although in other regards he was a man to be respected and even feared. He prided himself on 
his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time 
and opportunity, to practice imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, like his 
countrymen, was a quack, but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him materially; --I was 
skilful in the Italian vintages myself, and bought largely whenever I could.  
It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I encountered my friend. He accosted me 
with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking much. The man wore motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his 
head was surmounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him that I thought I should never have done wringing his 
hand.  
I said to him --έaȅ ŘŜŀǊ CƻǊǘǳƴŀǘƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƭǳŎƪƛƭȅ ƳŜǘΦ Iƻǿ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭȅ ǿŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ-day. But I have received a pipe of what 
ǇŀǎǎŜǎ ŦƻǊ !ƳƻƴǘƛƭƭŀŘƻΣ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ŘƻǳōǘǎΦέ  
άIƻǿΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΦ ά!ƳƻƴǘƛƭƭŀŘƻΣ ! ǇƛǇŜΚ LƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΗ !ƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊƴƛǾŀƭΗέ  
άL ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ŘƻǳōǘǎΣέ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΤ άŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǎƛƭƭȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƭƭ !ƳƻƴǘƛƭƭŀŘƻ ǇǊƛŎŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎ you in the matter. You were 
ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦƻǳƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ŦŜŀǊŦǳƭ ƻŦ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ŀ ōŀǊƎŀƛƴΦέ  
ά!ƳƻƴǘƛƭƭŀŘƻΗέ  
άL ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ŘƻǳōǘǎΦέ  
ά!ƳƻƴǘƛƭƭŀŘƻΗέ  
ά!ƴŘ L Ƴǳǎǘ ǎŀǘƛǎŦȅ ǘƘŜƳΦέ  
ά!ƳƻƴǘƛƭƭŀŘƻΗέ  
ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘΣ L ŀƳ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ [ǳŎƘǊŜǎƛΦ LŦ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ŎǊƛǘƛŎŀƭ turn it is he. He will tell me --έ  



ά[ǳŎƘǊŜǎƛ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭ !ƳƻƴǘƛƭƭŀŘƻ ŦǊƻƳ {ƘŜǊǊȅΦέ  
ά!ƴŘ ȅŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ Ŧƻƻƭǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƳŀǘŎƘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦ  
ά/ƻƳŜΣ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƎƻΦέ  

Brontë, Charlotte. Jane Eyre. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2000. (1848)  

From Chapter 1 

There was no possibility of taking a walk that day. We had been wandering, indeed, in the leafless shrubbery an hour in the morning; 
but since dinner (Mrs. Reed, when there was no company, dined early) the cold winter wind had brought with it clouds so sombre, and 
a rain so penetrating, that further out-door exercise was now out of the question. 
I was glad of it: I never liked long walks, especially on chilly afternoons: dreadful to me was the coming home in the raw twilight, with 
nipped fingers and toes, and a heart saddened by the chidings of Bessie, the nurse, and humbled by the consciousness of my physical 
inferiority to Eliza, John, and Georgiana Reed. 
The said Eliza, John, and Georgiana were now clustered round their mama in the drawing-room: she lay reclined on a sofa by the 
fireside, and with her darlings about her (for the time neither quarrelling nor crying) looked perfectly happy. Me, she had dispensed 
ŦǊƻƳ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇΤ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ά{ƘŜ ǊŜƎǊŜǘǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŎŜǎǎƛǘȅ ƻŦ ƪŜŜǇƛng me at a distance; but that until she heard from 
Bessie, and could discover by her own observation, that I was endeavoring in good earnest to acquire a more sociable and childlike 
disposition, a more attractive and sprightly mannerτsomething lighter, franker, more natural, as it wereτshe really must exclude me 
ŦǊƻƳ ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜǎ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘŜŘΣ ƘŀǇǇȅΣ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ .ŜǎǎƛŜ ǎŀȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άWŀƴŜΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŎŀǾƛƭƭŜǊǎ ƻǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜǊǎΤ ōŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘǊǳƭȅ ŦƻǊbidding in a child taking up her elders in that manner. Be 
ǎŜŀǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΤ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘƭȅΣ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΦέ 
A breakfast-room adjoined the drawing-room, I slipped in there. It contained a bookcase: I soon possessed myself of a volume, taking 
care that it should be one stored with pictures. I mounted into the window-seat: gathering up my feet, I sat cross-legged, like a Turk; 
and, having drawn the red moreen curtain nearly close, I was shrined in double retirement. 
Folds of scarlet drapery shut in my view to the right hand; to the left were the clear panes of glass, protecting, but not separating me 
from the drear November day. At intervals, while turning over the leaves of my book, I studied the aspect of that winter afternoon. 
Afar, it offered a pale blank of mist and cloud; near a scene of wet lawn and stormbeat shrub, with ceaseless rain sweeping away 
wildly before a long and lamentable blast. 

Hawthorne, Nathaniel. The Scarlet Letter: A Romance. New York: Penguin, 2003. (1850)  

From Chapter 16 
The road, after the two wayfarers had crossed from the Peninsula to the mainland, was no other than a foot-path. It straggled onward 
into the mystery of the primeval forest. This hemmed it in so narrowly, and stood so black and dense on either side, and disclosed such 
ƛƳǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŀōƻǾŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƻ IŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΣ ƛǘ ƛƳŀƎŜŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƳƛǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŀƭ ǿƛƭŘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻ ƭƻƴg been 
wandering. The day was chill and sombre. Overhead was a gray expanse of cloud, slightly stirred, however, by a breeze; so that a 
gleam of flickering sunshine might now and then be seen at its solitary play along the path. This flitting cheerfulness was always at the 
further extremity of some long vista through the forest. The sportive sunlight--feebly sportive, at best, in the predominant pensiveness 
of the day and scene--withdrew itself as they came nigh, and left the spots where it had danced the drearier, because they had hoped 
to find them bright.  
 άaƻǘƘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ tŜŀǊƭΣ άǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǎƘƛƴŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƻǾe you. It runs away and hides itself, because it is afraid of something on your 
bosom. Now, see! There it is, playing a good way off. Stand you here, and let me run and catch it. I am but a child. It will not flee from 
me--for I wear nothing on my bosom yeǘΗέ  
 άbƻǊ ŜǾŜǊ ǿƛƭƭΣ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ L ƘƻǇŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ IŜǎǘŜǊΦ  
 ά!ƴŘ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘΣ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ tŜŀǊƭΣ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǊǘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǊŀŎŜΦ ά²ƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴ ŀŎŎƻǊŘ ǿƘen I am a 
ǿƻƳŀƴ ƎǊƻǿƴΚέ  
 άwǳƴ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ άŀƴŘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǎƘƛƴŜΦ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜ ά  
 Pearl set forth at a great pace, and as Hester smiled to perceive, did actually catch the sunshine, and stood laughing in the midst of it, 
all brightened by its splendor, and scintillating with the vivacity excited by rapid motion. The light lingered about the lonely child, as if 
glad of such a playmate, until her mother had drawn almost nigh enough to step into the magic circle too.  
 άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ƴƻǿΣέ ǎŀƛŘ tŜŀǊƭΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ  
 ά{ŜŜΗέ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ IŜǎǘŜǊΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΤ άƴƻǿ L Ŏŀƴ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀǎǇ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ  
 !ǎ ǎƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǎƘƛƴŜ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘΤ ƻǊΣ ǘƻ ƧǳŘƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎ ƻƴ tŜŀǊƭΩǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜs, her 
mother could have fancied that the child had absorbed it into herself, and would give it forth again, with a gleam about her path, as 
they should plunge into some gloomier shade. There was no other attribute that so much impressed her with a sense of new and 
ǳƴǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǾƛƎƻǊ ƛƴ tŜŀǊƭΩǎ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŀƛƭƛƴƎ ǾƛǾacity of spirits: she had not the disease of sadness, which almost all 
children, in these latter days, inherit, with the scrofula, from the troubles of their ancestors. Perhaps this, too, was a disease, and but 
the reflex of the wild energy with which HestŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƻǊǊƻǿǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ tŜŀǊƭΩǎ ōƛǊǘƘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŀ ŘƻǳōǘŦǳƭ ŎƘŀǊƳΣ 
ƛƳǇŀǊǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŀǊŘΣ ƳŜǘŀƭƭƛŎ ƭǳǎǘǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ--what some people want throughout life--a grief that should 
deeply touch her, and thus humanize and make her capable of sympathy. But there was time enough yet for little Pearl.  
 ά/ƻƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ IŜǎǘŜǊΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ tŜŀǊƭ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǎƘƛƴŜ--έǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
way within the wood, and rest ourseƭǾŜǎΦέ 

Dostoevsky, Fyodor. Crime and Punishment. Translated by Constance Black Garnett. New York: Dover, 2001. 

(1866)   
On an exceptionally hot evening early in July a young man came out of the garret in which he lodged in S. Place and walked slowly, as 
though in hesitation, towards K. bridge.  



He had successfully avoided meeting his landlady on the staircase. His garret was under the roof of a high, five-storied house and was 
more like a cupboard than a room. The landlady who provided him with garret, dinners, and attendance, lived on the floor below, and 
every time he went out he was obliged to pass her kitchen, the door of which invariably stood open. And each time he passed, the 
young man had a sick, frightened feeling, which made him scowl and feel ashamed. He was hopelessly in debt to his landlady, and was 
afraid of meeting her.  
This was not because he was cowardly and abject, quite the contrary; but for some time past he had been in an overstrained irritable 
condition, verging on hypochondria. He had become so completely absorbed in himself, and isolated from his fellows that he dreaded 
meeting, not only his landlady, but anyone at all. He was crushed by poverty, but the anxieties of his position had of late ceased to 
weigh upon him. He had given up attending to matters of practical importance; he had lost all desire to do so. Nothing that any 
landlady could do had a real terror for him. But to be stopped on the stairs, to be forced to listen to her trivial, irrelevant gossip, to 
pestering demands for payment, threats and complaints, and to rack his brains for excuses, to prevaricate, to lieτno, rather than that, 
he would creep down the stairs like a cat and slip out unseen.  
This evening, however, on coming out into the street, he became acutely aware of his fears.  
άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŀƳ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘǊƛŦƭŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƻŘŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άIƳΦΦΦ ȅŜǎΣ ŀƭƭ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ 
ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƭŜǘǎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǎƭƛǇ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƻǿŀǊŘƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴ ŀȄƛƻƳΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ Ƴen are most afraid of. Taking a 
ƴŜǿ ǎǘŜǇΣ ǳǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǿƻǊŘ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŜŀǊ ƳƻǎǘΦΦΦΦ .ǳǘ L ŀƳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƘŀǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ L Řƻ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ Or perhaps 
ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƘŀǘǘŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L Řƻ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŀǘǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƳƻƴǘƘΣ ƭȅƛng for days together in my den thinking... of Jack the 
Giant-ƪƛƭƭŜǊΦ ²Ƙȅ ŀƳ L ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΚ !Ƴ L ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΚ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΚ Lǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ LǘΩǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŀ Ŧŀƴǘŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŀmuse 
ƳȅǎŜƭŦΤ ŀ ǇƭŀȅǘƘƛƴƎΗ ¸ŜǎΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǇƭŀȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  
The heat in the street was terrible: and the airlessness, the bustle and the plaster, scaffolding, bricks, and dust all about him, and that 
special Petersburg stench, so familiar to all who are unable to get out of town in summerτall worked painfully upon the young maƴΩǎ 
already overwrought nerves. The insufferable stench from the pot-houses, which are particularly numerous in that part of the town, 
and the drunken men whom he met continually, although it was a working day, completed the revolting misery of the picture. An 
ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŦƻǳƴŘŜǎǘ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘ ƎƭŜŀƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǊŜŦƛƴŜŘ ŦŀŎŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ 
handsome, above the average in height, slim, well-built, with beautiful dark eyes and dark brown hair. Soon he sank into deep 
thought, or more accurately speaking into a complete blankness of mind; he walked along not observing what was about him and not 
caring to observe it. From time to time, he would mutter something, from the habit of talking to himself, to which he had just 
confessed. At these moments he would become conscious that his ideas were sometimes in a tangle and that he was very weak; for 
two days he had scarcely tasted food.  
He was so badly dressed that even a man accustomed to shabbiness would have been ashamed to be seen in the street in such rags. In 
that quarter of the town, however, scarcely any shortcoming in dress would have created surprise. Owing to the proximity of the Hay 
Market, the number of establishments of bad character, the preponderance of the trading and working class population crowded in 
these streets and alleys in the heart of Petersburg, types so various were to be seen in the streets that no figure, however queer, 
would have caused surprise. But there was such accumulated bitterness and contŜƳǇǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƛƴ ǎǇƛǘŜ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ 
the fastidiousness of youth, he minded his rags least of all in the street. It was a different matter when he met with acquaintances or 
with former fellow students, whom, indeed, he disliked meeting at any time. And yet when a drunken man who, for some unknown 
reason, was being taken somewhere in a huge wagon ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŘǊŀȅ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǇŀǎǘΥ άIŜȅ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΣ DŜǊƳŀƴ ƘŀǘǘŜǊέ ōŀǿƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ himτthe young man stopped suddenly and clutched tremulously 
ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘŀƭƭ ǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ ½ƛƳƳŜǊƳŀƴΩǎΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǿƻǊƴ ƻǳǘΣ Ǌǳǎǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƎŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƻǊƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜǎǇŀǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ōǊƛƳless and 
bent on one side in a most unseemly fashion. Not shame, however, but quite another feeling akin to terror had overtaken him.  

Jewett, Sarah Orne. ñA White Heron.ò A White Heron and Other Stories. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1886. 

(1886) 
Half a mile from home, at the farther edge of the woods, where the land was highest, a great pine-tree stood, the last of its 
generation. Whether it was left for a boundary mark, or for what reason, no one could say; the woodchoppers who had felled its 
mates were dead and gone long ago, and a whole forest of sturdy trees, pines and oaks and maples, had grown again. But the stately 
head of this old pine towered above them all and made a landmark for sea and shore miles and miles away. Sylvia knew it well. She 
had always believed that whoever climbed to the top of it could see the ocean; and the little girl had often laid her hand on the great 
rough trunk and looked up wistfully at those dark boughs that the wind always stirred, no matter how hot and still the air might be 
below. Now she thought of the tree with a new excitement, for why, if one climbed it at break of day, could not one see all the world, 
and easily discover from whence the white heron flew, and mark the place, and find the hidden nest?  
What a spirit of adventure, what wild ambition! What fancied triumph and delight and glory for the later morning when she could 
make known the secret! It was almost too real and too great for the childish heart to bear.  
All night the door of the little house stood open and the whippoorwills came and sang upon the very step. The young sportsman and 
Ƙƛǎ ƻƭŘ ƘƻǎǘŜǎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣ ōǳǘ {ȅƭǾƛŀΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ƪŜǇǘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻŀŘ ŀǿŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ The short 
summer night seemed as long as the winter darkness, and at last when the whippoorwills ceased, and she was afraid the morning 
would after all come too soon, she stole out of the house and followed the pasture path through the woods, hastening toward the 
open ground beyond, listening with a sense of comfort and companionship to the drowsy twitter of a half-awakened bird, whose 
perch she had jarred in passing. Alas, if the great wave of human interest which flooded for the first time this dull little life should 
sweep away the satisfactions of an existence heart to heart with nature and the dumb life of the forest!  
There was the huge tree asleep yet in the paling moonlight, and small and silly Sylvia began with utmost bravery to mount to the top of 
it, with tingling, eager blood coursing the channels of her whole frame, with her bare feet and fingers, that pinched and heƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ōƛǊŘΩǎ 
claws to the monstrous ladder reaching up, up, almost to the sky itself. First she must mount the white oak tree that grew alongside, 
where she was almost lost among the dark branches and the green leaves heavy and wet with dew; a bird fluttered off its nest, and a 
red squirrel ran to and fro and scolded pettishly at the harmless housebreaker. Sylvia felt her way easily. She had often climbed there, 



ŀƴŘ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻŀƪΩǎ ǳǇǇŜǊ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎ ŎƘŀŦŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƴŜ ǘǊǳƴƪΣ Ƨǳǎǘ where its lower boughs were set close 
together. There, when she made the dangerous pass from one tree to the other, the great enterprise would really begin.  
She crept out along the swaying oak limb at last, and took the daring step across into the old pine-tree. The way was harder than she 
thought; she must reach far and hold fast, the sharp dry twigs caught and held her and scratched her like angry talons, the pitch made 
ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŎƭǳƳǎȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛŦŦ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜΩǎ ƎǊŜŀt stem, higher and higher upward. The sparrows and 
robins in the woods below were beginning to wake and twitter to the dawn, yet it seemed much lighter there aloft in the pine-tree, 
and the child knew she must hurry if her project were to be of any use.  
The tree seemed to lengthen itself out as she went up, and to reach farther and farther upward. It was like a great main-mast to the 
voyaging earth; it must truly have been amazed that morning through all its ponderous frame as it felt this determined spark of human 
spirit wending its way from higher branch to branch. Who knows how steadily the least twigs held themselves to advantage this light, 
weak creature on her way! The old pine must have loved his new dependent. More than all the hawks, and bats, and moths, and even 
the sweet voiced thrushes, was the brave, beating heart of the solitary gray-eyed child. And the tree stood still and frowned away the 
winds that June morning while the dawn grew bright in the east.  
{ȅƭǾƛŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǇŀƭŜ ǎǘŀǊΣ ƛŦ ƻne had seen it from the ground, when the last thorny bough was past, and she stood trembling and 
tired but wholly triumphant, high in the tree-top. Yes, there was the sea with the dawning sun making a golden dazzle over it, and 
toward that glorious east flew two hawks with slow-moving pinions. How low they looked in the air from that height when one had 
only seen them before far up, and dark against the blue sky. Their gray feathers were as soft as moths; they seemed only a little way 
from the tree, and Sylvia felt as if she too could go flying away among the clouds. Westward, the woodlands and farms reached miles 
and miles into the distance; here and there were church steeples, and white villages, truly it was a vast and awesome world.  

Melville, Herman. Billy Budd, Sailor. New York: Penguin, 1986. (1886) 

From Chapter 26 

At sea in the old time, the execution by halter of a military sailor was generally from the fore-yard. In the present instance, for special 
reasons the main-yard was assigned. Under an arm of that lee-yard the prisoner was presently brought up, the Chaplain attending 
him. It was noted at the time and remarked upon afterwards, that in this final scene the good man evinced little or nothing of the 
perfunctory. Brief speech indeed he had with the condemned one, but the genuine Gospel was less on his tongue than in his aspect 
ŀƴŘ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘǘŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŜŘƛƭȅ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŀƴ ŜƴŘ ōȅ ǘǿƻ ōƻŀǘǎǿŀƛƴΩǎ Ƴŀǘes, the 
consummation impended. Billy stood facing aft. At the penultimate moment, his words, his only ones, words wholly unobstructed in 
the utterance were these -- άDƻŘ ōƭŜǎǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ±ŜǊŜΗέ {ȅƭƭŀōƭŜǎ ǎƻ ǳƴŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜŘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƛƎƴƻƳƛƴƛƻǳǎ ƘŜƳǇ ŀōƻǳǘ 
his neck -- ŀ ŎƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŦŜƭƻƴΩǎ ōŜƴŜdiction directed aft towards the quarters of honor; syllables too delivered in the clear melody of 
a singing-bird on the point of launching from the twig, had a phenomenal effect, not unenhanced by the rare personal beauty of the 
young sailor spiritualized ƴƻǿ ǘƘǊƻΩ ƭŀǘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ǎƻ ǇƻƛƎƴŀƴǘƭȅ ǇǊƻŦƻǳƴŘΦ 
²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ Ǿƻƭƛǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ǇƻǇǳƭŀŎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜƘƛŎƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ǾƻŎŀƭ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ voice from 
alow and aloft came a resonant sympathetic echo -- άDƻŘ ōƭŜǎǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ±ŜǊŜΗέ !ƴŘ ȅŜǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ .ƛƭƭȅ ŀƭƻƴŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ 
their hearts, even as he was in their eyes. 
!ǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻƴǘŀƴŜƻǳǎ ŜŎƘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǾƻƭǳƳƛƴƻǳǎƭȅ ǊŜōƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ±ŜǊŜΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻΩ ǎǘƻƛŎ ǎŜƭŦ-control 
or a sort of momentary paralysis induced by emotional shock, stood erectly rigid as a musket in the ship-ŀǊƳƻǊŜǊΩǎ ǊŀŎƪΦ 
The hull deliberately recovering from the periodic roll to leeward was just regaining an even keel, when the last signal, a preconcerted 
dumb one, was giveƴΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƛǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŀǇƻǊȅ ŦƭŜŜŎŜ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƭƻǿ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǎǘΣ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǘ ǘƘǊƻΩ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ƎƭƻǊȅ 
as of the fleece of the Lamb of God seen in mystical vision, and simultaneously therewith, watched by the wedged mass of upturned 
faces, Billy ascended; and, ascending, took the full rose of the dawn. 
In the pinioned figure, arrived at the yard-ŜƴŘΣ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ƴƻ Ƴƻǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘΣ ƴƻƴŜ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ 
motion, in moderate weather so majestic in a great ship ponderously cannoned.  

Chekhov, Anton. ñHome.ò Translated by Constance Garnett. Early Short Stories 1883ï1888. New York: 

Modern Library, 1999. 352ï361. (1887)  
Ψ{ƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ DǊƛƎƻǊƛŜǾǎΩ ǘƻ ŦŜǘŎƘ ŀ ōƻƻƪΣ ōǳǘ L ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻǎǘƳŀƴ Ƙŀǎ ōǊƻǳght the newspapers and 
two letters. And, by the way, sir, I wish you would give your attention to Seriozha. I saw him smoking today and also the day before 
yesterday. When I told him how wrong it was he put his fingers in his ears, as he always does, and began to sing loudly so as to drown 
Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΦΩ 
Eugene Bilovsky, an attorney of the circuit court, who had just come home from a session and was taking off his gloves in his study, 
looked at the governess who was making this statement and laughed. 
Ψ{ƻ {ŜǊƛƻȊƘŀ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎΗΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǊǳƎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ΨCŀƴŎȅ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŜƎƎŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΗ Iƻǿ ƻƭŘ is 
ƘŜΚΩ 
Ψ{ŜǾŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΦ Lǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ƻŦ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀƎŜ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀ ōŀŘΣ ŀ ƘŀǊƳŦǳƭ ƘŀōƛǘΤ ŀƴŘ ōŀŘ Ƙŀōƛǘǎ ǎƘould be 
ƴƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳŘΦΩ 
Ψ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻōŀŎŎƻΚΩ 
ΨCǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŀōƭŜΦΩ 
ΨIŜ ŘƻŜǎΚ Lƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǎŜΣ ǎŜƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳŜΦΩ 
When the governess had gone, Bilovsky sat down in an easy-chair before his writing-table and began to think. For some reason he 
pictured to himself his Seriozha enveloped in clouds of tobacco smoke, with a huge, yard-long cigarette in his mouth, and this 
caricature made him smile. At the same time the earnest, anxious face of the governess awakened in him memories of days long past 
and half-forgotten, when smoking at school and in the nursery aroused in masters and parents a strange, almost incomprehensible 
horror. It really was horror. Children were unmercifully flogged, and expelled from school, and their lives were blighted, although not 
one of the teachers nor fathers knew exactly what constituted the harm and offence of smoking. Even very intelligent people did not 
hesitate to combat the vice they did not understand. Bilovsky called to mind the principal of his school, a highly educated, good-
natured old man, who was so shocked when he caught a scholar with a cigarette that he would turn pale and immediately summon a 



special session of the school board and sentence the offender to expulsion. No doubt that is one of the laws of societyτthe less an evil 
is understood the more bitterly and harshly it is attacked. 
The attorney thought of the two or three boys who had been expelled and of their subsequent lives, and could not but reflect that 
punishment is, in many cases, more productive of evil than crime itself. The living organism possesses the faculty of quickly adapting 
itself to every condition; if it were not so man would be conscious every moment of the unreasonable foundations on which his 
reasonable actions rest and how little of justice and assurance are to be found even in those activities which are fraught with so much 
responsibility and which are so appalling in their consequences, such as education, literature, the lawτ 
And thoughts such as these came flƻŀǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ .ƛƭƻǾǎƪȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΤ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ŜǾŀƴŜǎŎŜƴǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŜƴǘŜǊ ǿŜŀǊȅΣ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ōǊŀƛƴǎΦ hƴŜ 
knows not whence they are nor why they come; they stay but a short while and seem to spread across the surface of the brain without 
ever sinking very far into its depths. For those whose minds for hours and days together are forced to be occupied with business and 
to travel always along the same lines, these homelike, untrammelled musings bring a sort of comfort and a pleasant restfulness of 
their own. 
It wŀǎ ƴƛƴŜ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǇŀŎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǳǇΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǎǘƻǊŜȅΣ ŦƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿere 
playing scales on the piano. The person who was pacing the floor seemed, from his nervous strides, to be the victim of tormenting 
thoughts or of the toothache; his footsteps and the monotonous scales added to the quiet of the evening something somnolent that 
predisposed the mind to idle reveries. 
In the nursery, two rooms away, Seriozha and his governess were talking. 
Ψtŀςpa has cƻƳŜΗέ ǎŀƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΦ άtŀǇŀ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻςƻƳŜΗ tŀΗ tŀΗ tŀΗΩ 
Ψ±ƻǘǊŜ ǇŝǊŜ Ǿƻǳǎ ŀǇǇŜƭƭŜΣ ŀƭƭŜȊ ǾƛǘŜΗΩ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴŜǎǎΣ ǘǿƛǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ōƛǊŘΦ 
Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ L ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΚΩ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ .ƛƭƻǾǎƪȅΦ 
But before he had time to think of anything to say his son Seriozha had already entered the study. This was a little person whose sex 
could only be divined from his clothesτhe was so delicate, and fair, and frail. His body was as languid as a hot-house plant and 
everything about him looked wonderfully dainty and softτhis movements, his curly hair, his glance, his velvet tunic. 
ΨDƻƻŘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΣ ǇŀǇŀΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƪƴŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǿƛŦǘƭȅ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ Ψ5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚΩ 
Ψ²ŀƛǘ ŀ ōƛǘΣ ǿŀƛǘ ŀ ōƛǘΣ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΣΩ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿȅŜǊΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀǎƛŘŜΦ Ψ.ŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ L ƪƛǎǎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘŀƭƪΣ ŀ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ 
ǘŀƭƪΦ L ŀƳ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΤ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ son of 
ƳƛƴŜΦΩ 
Seriozha looked steadfastly at his father and then turned his regard to the table and shrugged his shoulders.  
Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ L ŘƻƴŜΚΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇŜǊǇƭŜȄŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ōƭƛƴƪŜŘΦ ΨL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘǳŘȅ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΦΩ 
Ψaƛǎǎ bŀǘŀƭƛŜ Ƙŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎΤ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻΚ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎΚΩ Ψ¸ŜǎΣ L ǎƳƻƪŜŘ ƻƴŎŜΦ 
¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎƻΦΩ 
Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜΗ {ƻ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ŀ ƭƛŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƎŀƛƴΗΩ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿȅŜǊΣ ŘƛǎƎǳƛǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ōȅ ŀ ŦǊƻǿƴΦ Ψaƛǎǎ bŀǘŀƭƛŜ ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ smoking 
twice. That means that you have been ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƴŀǳƎƘǘȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΥ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƻōŀŎŎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ 
ǘŀōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛŜΦ ¢ƘǊŜŜ ŀŎŎǳǎŀǘƛƻƴǎΗΩ 

Fitzgerald, F. Scott. The Great Gatsby. New York: Scribner, 2000. (1925)  

From Chapter 3 
There was music from my neiƎƘōƻǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ ōƭǳŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǊƭǎ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳƻǘƘǎ 
among the whisperings and the champagne and the stars. At high tide in the afternoon I watched his guests diving from the tower of 
his raft, or taking the sun on the hot sand of his beach while his two motorboats slit the waters of the Sound, drawing aquaplanes over 
cataracts of foam. On weekends his Rolls-Royce became an omnibus, bearing parties to and from the city between nine in the morning 
and long past midnight, while his station wagon scampered like a brisk yellow bug to meet all trains. And on Mondays eight servants, 
including an extra gardener, toiled all day with mops and scrubbing brushes and hammers and garden shears, repairing the ravages of 
the night before. 
Every Friday five crates of oranges and lemons arrived from a fruiterer in New Yorkτevery Monday these same oranges and lemons 
left his back door in a pyramid of pulpless halves. There was a machine in the kitchen which could extract the juice of two hundred 
ƻǊŀƴƎŜǎ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ƛŦ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘǿƻ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ōȅ ŀ ōǳǘƭŜǊΩǎ ǘƘǳƳōΦ 
At least once a fortnight a corps of caterers came down with several hundred feet of canvas and enough colored lights to make a 
Christmas tree of DŀǘǎōȅΩǎ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΦ hƴ ōǳŦŦŜǘ ǘŀōƭŜǎΣ ƎŀǊƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ƘƻǊǎ ŘΩƻŜǳǾǊŜǎΣ ǎǇƛŎŜŘ ōŀƪŜŘ ƘŀƳǎ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ 
against salads of harlequin designs and pastry pigs and turkeys bewitched to a dark gold. In the main hall a bar with a real brass rail 
was set up, and stocked with gins and liquors and with cordials so long forgotten that most of his female guests were too young to 
know one from another. 

Faulkner, William. As I Lay Dying. New York: Vintage, 1990. (1930) 

From ñDarlò 

Jewel and I come up from the field, following the path in single file. Although I am fifteen feet ahead of him, anyone watching us from 
ǘƘŜ ŎƻǘǘƻƴƘƻǳǎŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ WŜǿŜƭΩǎ ŦǊŀȅŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǎǘǊŀǿ Ƙŀǘ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ƘŜŀŘ ŀōƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΦ 
The path runs straight as a plumb-line, worn smooth by feet and baked brick-hard by July, between the green rows of laidby cotton, to 
the cottonhouse at four soft right angles and goes on across the field again, worn so by feet in fading precision. 
The cottonhouse is of rough logs, from between which the chinking has long fallen. Square, with a broken roof set at a single pitch, it 
leans in empty and shimmering dilapidation in the sunlight, a single broad window in two opposite walls giving onto the approaches of 
the path. When we reach it I turn and follow the path which circles the house. Jewel, fifteen feet behind me, looking straight ahead, 
steps in a single stride through the window. Still staring straight ahead, his pale eyes like wood set into his wooden face, he crosses the 
floor in four strides with the rigid gravity of  



a cigar store Indian dressed in patched overalls and endued with life from the hips down, and steps in a single stride through the 
opposite window and into the path again just as I come around the corner. In single file and five feet apart and Jewel now in front, we 
go on up the path toward the foot of the bluff. 
¢ǳƭƭΩǎ ǿŀƎƻƴ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǇǊƛƴƎΣ ƘƛǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƛƴǎ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘ ǎǘŀƴŎƘƛƻƴΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƎƻƴ ōŜŘ ŀǊŜ two chairs. 
Jewel stops at the spring and takes the gourd from the willow branch and drinks. I pass him and mount the path, beginning to hear 
/ŀǎƘΩǎ ǎŀǿΦ 
When I reach the top he has quit sawing. Standing in a litter of chips, he is fitting two of the boards together. Between the shadow 
spaces they are yellow as gold, like soft gold, bearing on their flanks in smooth undulations the marks of the adze blade: a good 
carpenter, Cash is. He holds the two planks on the trestle, fitted along the edges in a quarter of the finished box. He kneels and squints 
along the edge of them, then he lowers them and takes up the adze. A good carpenter. Addie Bundren could not want a better one, a 
better box to lie in. It will give her confidence and comfort. I go on to the house, followed by the  Chuck. Chuck. Chuck. of the adze. 

Hemingway, Ernest. A Farewell to Arms. New York: Scribner, 1995. (1929) 

Sometimes in the dark we heard the troops marching under the window and guns going past pulled by motor-tractors. There was 
much traffic at night and many mules on the roads with boxes of ammunition on each side of their pack-saddles and gray motor trucks 
that carried men, and other trucks with loads covered with canvas that moved slower in the traffic. There were big guns too that 
passed in the day drawn by tractors, the long barrels of the guns covered with green branches and green leafy branches and vines laid 
over the tractors. To the north we could look across a valley and see a forest of chestnut trees and behind it another mountain on this 
side of the river. There was fighting for that mountain too, but it was not successful, and in the fall when the rains came the leaves all 
fell from the chestnut trees and the branches were bare and the trunks black with rain. The vineyards were thin and bare-branched 
too and all the country wet and brown and dead with the autumn. There were mists over the river and clouds on the mountain and 
the trucks splashed mud on the road and the troops were muddy and wet in their capes; their rifles were wet and under their capes 
the two leather cartridge-boxes on the front of the belts, gray leather boxes heavy with the packs of clips of thin, long 6.5 mm. 
cartridges, bulged forward under the capes so that the men, passing on the road, marched as though they were six months gone with 
child. 

Hurston, Zora Neale. Their Eyes Were Watching God. New York: Harper Perennial, 1990. (1937)  

From Chapter 1 

{ƘƛǇǎ ŀǘ ŀ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǿƛǎƘ ƻƴ ōƻŀǊŘΦ CƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŘŜΦ CƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛƭ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ horizon, 
never out of sight, never landing until the Watcher turns his eyes away in resignation, his dreams mocked to death by Time. That is the 
life of men. 
bƻǿΣ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǊŜŀƳ is 
the truth. Then they act and do things accordingly. 
So the beginning of this was a woman and she had come back from burying the dead. Not the dead of sick and ailing with friends at the 
pillow and the feet. She had come back from the sodden and the bloated; the sudden dead, their eyes flung wide open in judgment. 
The people all saw her come because it was sundown. The sun was gone, but he had left his footprints in the sky. It was the time for 
sitting on porches beside the road. It was the time to hear things and talk. These sitters had been tongueless, earless, eyeless 
conveniences all day long. Mules and other brutes had occupied their skins. But now, the sun and the bossman were gone, so the skins 
felt powerful and human. They became lords of sounds and lesser things. They passed nations through their mouths. They sat in 
judgment. 
Seeing the woman as she was made them remember the envy they had stored up from other times. So they chewed up the back parts 
of their minds and swallowed with relish. They made burning statements with questions, and killing tools out of laughs. It was mass 
cruelty. A mood come alive, Words walking without masters; walking altogether like harmony in a song. 

Borges, Jorge Luis. ñThe Garden of Forking Paths.ò From Labyrinths: Selected Stories and Other Writings. 

New York: New Directions, 1964. (1941) 
ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ ǳƴŜŀǊǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΣ L ƘŀŘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅǎ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀ ōƻƻƪ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƛƴŦƛƴƛǘŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƴƻǘƘing other 
than a cyclic volume, a circular one. A book whose last page was identical with the first, a book which had the possibility of continuing 
indefinitely. I remembered too that night which is at the middle of the Thousand and One Nights when Scheherazade (through a 
magical oversight of the copyist) begins to relate word for word the story of the Thousand and One Nights, establishing the risk of 
coming once again to the night when she must repeat it, and thus on to infinity. I imagined as well as Platonic, hereditary work, 
transmitted from father to son, in which each new individual adds a chapter or corrects with pious care the pages of his elders. These 
ŎƻƴƧŜŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŘƛǾŜǊǘŜŘ ƳŜΤ ōǳǘ ƴƻƴŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻǊǊŜǎǇƻƴŘΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƳƻǘŜƭȅΣ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŘƛŎǘƻǊȅ ŎƘŀǇǘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ¢ǎΩǳƛ tŜƴΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ midst 
of this perplexity, I received from Oxford the manuscript you have examined. I lingered, naturally, on the sentence: I leave to the 
various futures (not to all) my garden oŦ ŦƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǇŀǘƘǎΦ !ƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΥ ȫǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ƻŦ ŦƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǇŀǘƘǎΩ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƻǘƛŎ 
novel; the phrase `the various futǳǊŜǎ όƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŀƭƭύΩ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǎǇŀŎŜΦ ! ōǊƻŀŘ ǊŜǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ 
confirmed the theory. In all fictional works, each time a man is confronted with several alternatives, he chooses one and eliminates the 
others; in the fictƛƻƴ ƻŦ ¢ǎΩǳƛ tŜƴΣ ƘŜ ŎƘƻƻǎŜǎ ǎƛƳǳƭǘŀƴŜƻǳǎƭȅ-all of them. He creates, in this way, diverse futures, diverse times which 
ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǇǊƻƭƛŦŜǊŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƪΦ IŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǾŜƭΩǎ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŘƛŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ CŀƴƎΣ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ǎŀȅΣ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǎecret; a 
stranger calls at his door; Fang resolves to kill him. Naturally, there are several possible outcomes: Fang can kill the intruder, the 
ƛƴǘǊǳŘŜǊ Ŏŀƴ ƪƛƭƭ CŀƴƎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ Ŏŀƴ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ Ŏŀƴ ŘƛŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ŦƻǊǘƘΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƻŦ ¢ǎΩǳƛ tŜƴΣ ŀƭƭ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ƻǳǘŎƻƳes occur; each 
one is the point of departure for other forkings. Sometimes, the paths of this labyrinth converge: for example, you arrive at this house, 
but in one of the possible pasts you are my enemy, in another, my friend. If you will resign yourself to my incurable pronunciation, we 
ǎƘŀƭƭ ǊŜŀŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǇŀƎŜǎΦέ 



Bellow, Saul. The Adventures of Augie March. New York: Viking, 1953. (1949)  

From Chapter 10 

άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀǎǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǎƻƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
allow himself to smile with the announcement or temper it in some pleasant way. 
ά²ƘŜƴΚ ¢ƻ ǿƘƻƳΚέ 
ά¢ƻ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻƴŜȅΦέ 
ά! ǿƻƳŀƴΚ !ƴ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΚέ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƻǿ L ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŜŘ ƛǘΦ 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚ ¸ŜǎΣ LΩŘ ƳŀǊǊȅ ŀƴ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ 
άL ōŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀƳŀȊŜ ƳŜΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƪƛŘǎΦ 
ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǊƎǳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƭŘΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-ǘǿƻΣ LΩƳ ǘƻƭŘΦέ 
ά.ȅ ǿƘƻƳΚ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊΚέ 
άbƻΣ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōǳȅŜǊΣ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ōƻǎǎΚ IŜΩǎ ŦƛȄƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǳǇΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōŀŘΦ IŜŀǾȅτōǳǘ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 
ƘŜŀǾȅ ǘƻƻΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΦ !ƴȅƘƻǿΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ōǳȅŜǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƭȅƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǳƎƘτher family is 
supposed to have a mountain of doughτLΩŘ ƳŀǊǊȅ ƘŜǊΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘΚέ 
άLΩƭƭ ǎŀȅ L ƘŀǾŜΗέ 
ά!ƴŘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅ ȅƻǳΚέ 
άLΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŎŀƴΚέ 
άaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ LǘΩǎ ŎƻƭŘ-ōƭƻƻŘŜŘΦέ 
ά/ƻƭŘ-blƻƻŘŜŘΗέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎƻƭŘ-ōƭƻƻŘŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΚ LΩŘ ōŜ ŎƻƭŘ-blooded if I stayed as I am. I see around this 
ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ƛǘΦ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ȅƻǳ ƭŀȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀ few like 
you and me, is born of marriage. Do you see anything so exceptional or wonderful about it that it makes it such a big deal? Why be 
ŦƻƻƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳΚ Iŀǎ ƛǘ ǎŀǾŜŘ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅτthe jerks, the fools, the 
morons, the schleppers, the jag-ƻŦŦǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƪŜȅǎΣ ǊŀǘǎΣ ǊŀōōƛǘǎΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎŜƴǘ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ƴƛŎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ 
all married or are born of marriages, so how can you pretend to me that it makes a difference that Bob loves Mary who loves Jerry? 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜǎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǇƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƎȅǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΚ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ 
ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎτŀƴŘ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳτeverything else gets loǎǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǎŀŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǇƛǘȅΣ ōǳǘ 
ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦέ 
L ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎƭȅ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘƛƳΤ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀǿΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀŎǘƛǾŜ ƭƛǎǘ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
carrying a live torch any more for Esther Fenchel. I recognized his face as the face of a man in the wrong. 

Morrison, Toni. The Bluest Eye. New York: Random House, 2007. 121ï122. (1970) 

One winter Pauline discovered she was pregnant. When she told Cholly, he surprised her by being pleased. He began to drink less and 
come home more often. They eased back into a relationship more like the early days of their marriage, when he asked if she were 
tired or wanted him to bring her something from the store. In this state of ease, Pauline stopped doing day work and returned to her 
own housekeeping. But the loneliness in those two rooms had not gone away. When the winter sun hit the peeling green paint of the 
kitchen chairs, when the smoked hocks were boiling in the pot, when all she could hear was the truck delivering furniture downstairs, 
she thought about back home, about how she had been all alone most of the time then too, but that this lonesomeness was different. 
Then she stopped staring at the green chairs, at the delivery truck; she went to the movies instead. There in the dark her memory was 
refreshed, and she succumbed to her earlier dreams. Along with the idea of romantic love, she was introduced to anotherτphysical 
beauty. Probably the most destructive ideas in the history of human thought. Both originated in envy, thrived in insecurity, and ended 
in disillusion. In equating physical beauty with virtue, she stripped her mind, bound it, and collected self-contempt by the heap. She 
forgot lust and simple caring for. She regarded love as possessive mating, and romance as the goal of the spirit. It would be for her a 
well-spring from which she would draw the most destructive emotions, deceiving the lover and seeking to imprison the beloved, 
curtailing freedom in every way. 

Garcia, Cristina. Dreaming in Cuban. New York: Random House, 1993. (1992)  

From ñThe Languages Lost: Six Days in Aprilò 

Abuela gives me a box of letters she wrote to her onetime lover in Spain, but never sent. She shows me his photograph, too. IǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ 
ǿŜƭƭ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ-ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘǎΣ ǿŜƭl built with a full beard and kind eyes, almost professorial. He wore a 
crisp linen suit and a boater tilted slightly to the left. Abuela tells me she took the picture herself one Sunday on the Malecón, 
{ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƳŜ ŀ ōƻƻƪ ƻŦ ǇƻŜƳǎ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ мфо0, we she heard García Lorca read at the Principal de la Comedia Theater. 
Abuela knows each poem by heart, and recites them quite dramatically. 
LΩǾŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ {ǇŀƴƛǎƘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ L ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛnside me is changing, 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƘŜƳƛŎŀƭ ŀƴŘ ƛǊǊŜǾŜǊǎƛōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ǾŜƛƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜƎŜǘation, 
too, that I respond to instinctivelyτthe stunning bougainvillea, the flamboyants and jacarandas, the orchids growing from the trunks 
of the mysterious ceiba trees. And I love Havana, its noise and decay and painted ladyness. I could happily sit on one of those wrought-
iron balconies for days, or keep my grandmother company on her porch, with its ringside vƛŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΦ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΦ ¢ƻ 
ƭƻǎŜ !ōǳŜƭŀ /Ŝƭƛŀ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ǳǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƻǊ ƭŀǘŜǊ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ōŜƭƻƴƎτnot instead of 
here, but more than here. How can I tell my grandmother this? 
Media Text   
Portal to selected interviews with author Cristina García: http://www.cristinagarcianovelist.com/index.php?page=selectedinterviews  

Lahiri, Jhumpa. The Namesake. New York: Houghton Mifflin, 2004. (2003) 

From Chapter 5 
One day he attends a panel discussion about Indian novels written in English. He feels obligated to attend; one of the presenters on 
the panel, Amit, is a distant cousin who lives in Bombay, whom Gogol has never met. His mother has asked him to greet Amit on her 



behalf. Gogol is bored by the ǇŀƴŜƭƛǎǘǎΣ ǿƘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άƳŀǊƎƛƴŀƭƛǘȅΣέ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ 
condition. For most of the hour, he sketches portraits of the panelists, who sit hunched over their papers along a rectangular table. 
ά¢ŜƭŜƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΣ !./5ǎ ŀǊŜ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ Ψ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳΚΩέ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƴŜƭ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜǎΦ DƻƎƻƭ 
Ƙŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ !./5Φ IŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƎŀǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ ά!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ-ōƻǊƴ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ŘŜǎƘƛΦέ Lƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ 
learns that the / ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ άŎƻƴŦƭƛŎǘŜŘΦέ IŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜǎƘƛΣ ŀ ƎŜƴŜǊƛŎ ǿƻǊŘ ŦƻǊ άŎƻǳƴǘǊȅƳŀƴΣέ ƳŜŀƴǎ άLƴŘƛŀƴΣέ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ 
his parents and all their friends always refer to India simply as desh. But Gogol never thinks of India as desh. He thinks of it as 
Americans do, as India. 
Gogol slouches in his seat and ponders certain awkward truths. For instance, although he can understand his mother tongue, and 
speak it fluently, he cannot read or write it with even modest proficiency. On trips to India his Americanaccented English is a source of 
endless amusement to his relatives, and when he and Sonia speak to each other, aunts and uncles and cousins always shake their 
ƘŜŀŘǎ ƛƴ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅΣ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘΗέ [ƛǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇŜǘ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŀƳŜΣ ƛƴ a place where such distinctions 
do not existτǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŜƳōƭŜƳŀǘƛŎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀƭƭΦ IŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ 
his crowdτlots of lit majors with leather satchels and gold-rimmed glasses and fountain pens, lots of people Ruth would have waved 
to. There are also lots of ABCDs. He has no idea there are this many on campus. He has no ABCD friends at college. He avoids them, for 
they remind him too much of the way his parents choose to live, befriending people not so much because they like them, but because 
ƻŦ ŀ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜΦ άDƻƎƻƭΣ ǿƘȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ LƴŘƛŀƴ ŀǎǎƻŎƛŀǘƛƻƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ !Ƴƛǘ ŀǎƪǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻ for a 
ŘǊƛƴƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ƴŎƘƻǊΦ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣέ DƻƎƻƭ ǎŀȅǎΣ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴg his well-meaning cousin that he can think of no greater 
hypocrisy than joining an organization that willingly celebrates occasions his parents forced him, throughout his childhood and 
ŀŘƻƭŜǎŎŜƴŎŜΣ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘΦ άLΩƳ bƛƪƘƛƭ ƴƻǿΣέ DƻƎƻƭ ǎŀȅǎΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎed by how many more times he will have to say this, asking 
people to remember, reminding them to forget, feeling as if an errata slip were perpetually pinned to his chest. 

Drama 

Shakespeare, William. The Tragedy of Hamlet. New Haven: Yale University Press, 2003. (1599)  

From Act III, Scene 3 
KING CLAUDIUS   
O, my offence is rank it smells to heaven;   
Lǘ ƘŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƳŀƭ ŜƭŘŜǎǘ ŎǳǊǎŜ ǳǇƻƴΩǘΣ  
 ! ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΦ tǊŀȅ Ŏŀƴ L ƴƻǘΣ   
Though inclination be as sharp as will:   
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent;   
And, like a man to double business bound,   
I stand in pause where I shall first begin,   
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand   
²ŜǊŜ ǘƘƛŎƪŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ǿƛǘƘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘΣ   
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens  
 To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy   
But to confront the visage of offence?   
!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǿƻ-fold force,   
To be forestalled ere we come to fall,   
hǊ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΩŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΚ ¢ƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇΤ   
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer   
/ŀƴ ǎŜǊǾŜ Ƴȅ ǘǳǊƴΚ ΨCƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ Ƴȅ Ŧƻǳƭ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΩΚ   
¢Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜΤ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ŀƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎΩŘ   
Of those effects for which I did the murder,   
My crown, mine own ambition and my queen.   
aŀȅ ƻƴŜ ōŜ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΩŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦŜƴŎŜΚ   
In the corrupted currents of this world   
hŦŦŜƴŎŜΩǎ ƎƛƭŘŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ Ƴŀȅ ǎƘƻǾŜ ōȅ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜΣ   
!ƴŘ ƻŦǘ Ψǘƛǎ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŎƪŜŘ ǇǊƛȊŜ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ   
.ǳȅǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿΥ ōǳǘ Ψǘƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ŀōƻǾŜΤ   
There is no shuffling, there the action lies   
Lƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊǳŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΤ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭΩŘΣ   
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults,   
To give in evidence. What then? what rests?   
Try what repentance can: what can it not?   
Yet what can it when one cannot repent?   
O wretched state! O bosom black as death!   
O limed soul, that, struggling to be free,   
Art more engaged! Help, angels! Make assay!   
Bow, stubborn knees; and, heart with strings of steel,   
Be soft as sinews of the newborn babe!  All may be well. 

Molière, Jean-Baptiste Poquelin. Tartuffe. The Project Gutenberg eBook of Tartuffe. Translated by Jeffrey D. 

Hoeper. Release Date: April 3, 2009  [eBook #28488] (1664)  

From Act III, Scene VI 

Orgon. What do I hear? Good God! Is it credible? 



 Tartuffe. ̧ ŜǎΣ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ LΩƳ ǿƛŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǳƭǇŀōƭŜΣ  
A sorry sinner, full of iniquity,  
As great a wretch ŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜΦ aȅ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ƭƛŦŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻƛƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾƛƭΤ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŀ Ƴŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǎƛƴŦǳƭ ǳǇƘŜŀǾŀƭΦ !ƴŘ L ǎŜŜ 
that God has, for my punishment, Chosen to mortify me with this event. Let them connect any crime with my name; I waive all defense 
and take all the blame. Believe what they tell you, stoke up your wrath, And drive me like a felon from your path. The shame that I 
bear cannot be too great, For I know I deserve a much worse fate. 
Orgon [to his son].  Traitor! Do you dare, by your duplicity,  
To taint both his virtue and purity? 
Damis. What? Can the false meekness of this hypocrite  
Cause you to belie . . . 
Orgon. Shut up, you  misfit. 
Tartuffe. Oh, let him go on. You are wrong to scold,  
!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ǿƛǎŜ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƻƭŘΦ  
In light of his claims, why should you favor me?  
What do you know of my culpability?  
Why put your faith in my exterior?  
²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊΚ bƻΣ ƴƻΣ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŦƻƻƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣ L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŜǎŎƘŜǿΦ  
The whole world thiƴƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŜŀǊƴŜŘ DƻŘΩǎ ōƭŜǎǎƛƴƎΣ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƛǎ Φ Φ Φ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

Wilde, Oscar. The Importance of Being Earnest. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1999. (1895)  

From Act II, Part 2 
Cecily [rather shy and confidingly]: Dearest Gwendolen, there is no reason why I should make a secret of it to you. Our little county 
newspaper is sure to chronicle the fact next week. Mr. Ernest Worthing and I are engaged to be married. 
Gwendolen [quite politely, rising]: My darling Cecily, I think there must be some slight error. Mr. Ernest Worthing is engaged to me. 
The announcement will appear in the Morning Post on Saturday at the latest. 
Cecily [very politely, rising]: I am afraid you must be under some misconception. Ernest proposed to me exactly ten minutes ago. 
[Shows diary.] 
Gwendolen [examines diary through her lorgnettte carefully]: It is certainly very curious, for he asked me to be his wife yesterday 
afternoon at 5.30. If you would care to verify the incident, pray do so. [Produces diary of her own.] I never travel without my diary. 
One should always have something sensational to read in the train. I am so sorry, dear Cecily, if it is any disappointment to you, but I 
am afraid I have the prior claim. 
Cecily: It would distress me more than I can tell you, dear Gwendolen, if it caused you any mental or physical anguish, but I feel bound 
to point out that since Ernest proposed to you he clearly has changed his mind. 
Gwendolen [meditatively]: If the poor fellow has been entrapped into any foolish promise I shall consider it my duty to rescue him at 
once, and with a firm hand. 
Cecily [thoughtfully and sadly]: Whatever unfortunate entanglement my dear boy may have got into, I will never reproach him with it 
after we are married. 
Gwendolen: Do you allude to me, Miss Cardew, as an entanglement? You are presumptuous. On an occasion of this kind it becomes 
ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƳƻǊŀƭ Řǳǘȅ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ Lǘ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΦ 
Cecily: Do you suggest, Miss Fairfax, that I entrapped Ernest into an engagement? How dare you? This is no time for wearing the 
shallow mask of manners. When I see a spade I call it a spade. 
Gwendolen [satirically]: I am glad to say that I have never seen a spade. It is obvious that our social spheres have been widely different. 
[Enter Merriman, followed by the footman. He carries a salver, table cloth, and plate stand. Cecily is about to retort. The presence of 
the servants exercises a restraining influence, under which both girls chafe.] 
Merriman: Shall I lay tea here as usual, Miss? 
Cecily [sternly, in a calm voice]: Yes, as usual. [Merriman begins to clear table and lay cloth. A long pause. Cecily and Gwendolen glare 
at each other.] 
Gwendolen: Are there many interesting walks in the vicinity, Miss Cardew? 
Cecily: Oh! yes! a great many. From the top of one of the hills quite close one can see five counties. 
DǿŜƴŘƻƭŜƴΥ CƛǾŜ ŎƻǳƴǘƛŜǎΗ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΤ L ƘŀǘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘǎΦ 
Cecily [sweetly]: I suppose that is why you live in town? [Gwendolen bites her lip, and beats her foot nervously with her parasol.] 
Gwendolen: [Looking round.] Quite a well-kept garden this is, Miss Cardew. 
Cecily: So glad you like it, Miss Fairfax. 
Gwendolen: I had no idea there were any flowers in the country. 
Cecily: Oh, flowers are as common here, Miss Fairfax, as people are in London. 
Gwendolen: Personally I cannot understand how anybody manages to exist in the country, if anybody who is anybody does. The 
country always bores me to death. 
Cecily: Ah! This is what the newspapers call agricultural depression, is it not? I believe the aristocracy are suffering very much from it 
just at present. It is almost an epidemic amongst them, I have been told. May I offer you some tea, Miss Fairfax? 
Gwendolen [with elaborate politeness]: Thank you. [Aside.] Detestable girl! But I require tea! 
Cecily [sweetly]: Sugar? 
Gwendolen [superciliously]: No, thank you. Sugar is not fashionable any more. [Cecily looks angrily at her, takes up the tongs and puts 
four lumps of sugar into the cup.] 
Cecily [severely]: Cake or bread and butter? 
Gwendolen [in a bored manner]: Bread and butter, please. Cake is rarely seen at the best houses nowadays. 
Cecily [cuts a very large slice of cake, and puts it on the tray]: Hand that to Miss Fairfax. 



[Merriman does so, and goes out with footman. Gwendolen drinks the tea and makes a grimace. Puts down cup at once, reaches out 
her hand to the bread and butter, looks at it, and finds it is cake. Rises in indignation.] 
Gwendolen: You have filled my tea with lumps of sugar, and though I asked most distinctly for bread and butter, you have given me 
cake. I am known for the gentleness of my disposition, and the extraordinary sweetness of my nature, but I warn you, Miss Cardew, 
you may go too far. 
Cecily [rising]: To save my poor, innocent, trusting boy from the machinations of any other girl there are no lengths to which I would 
not go. 
Gwendolen: From the moment I saw you I distrusted you. I felt that you were false and deceitful. I am never deceived in such matters. 
My first impressions of people are invariably right. 
Cecily: It seems to me, Miss Fairfax, that I am trespassing on your valuable time. No doubt you have many other calls of a similar 
character to make in the neighbourhood. 

Wilder, Thornton. Our Town: A Play in Three Acts. New York: Perennial, 2003. (1938) 

9ƳƛƭȅΥ όǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƛƴ ƎǊƛŜŦύ  L ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎƻ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ old? Mama, 
LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΦ LΩƳ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǳǇΦ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭΣ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦτ I cant look at everything hard enough. (pause, talking to her mother who does not 
hear her. She speaks with mounting urgency) Oh, Mama, just look at me one minute as though you really saw me. Mama, fourteen 
ȅŜŀǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ōȅΦ LΩƳ ŘŜŀŘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ aŀƳŀΦ L ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ DŜƻǊƎŜ DƛōōǎΣ aŀƳŀΦ ²ŀƭƭȅΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣ too. Mama, his appendix 
burst on a camping trip to North Conway. We felt just terrible about it - ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚ .ǳǘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƴƻǿ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ 
ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ aŀƳŀΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŀǇǇȅΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ (pause, looking desperate because she has received no 
answer. She speaks in a loud voice, forcing herself to not look at her mother) L ŎŀƴΩǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻƴΦ Lǘ ƎƻŜǎ ǎƻ ŦŀǎǘΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 
look at one another. (she breaks down sobbing, she looks around) L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜΦ !ƭƭ that was going on in life and we never noticed. 
Take me back - up the hill -  to my grave. But first: Wait! One more look. Good-by, Good-by, world. Good-ōȅΣ DǊƻǾŜǊΩǎ /ƻǊƴŜǊǎΚ aŀƳŀ 
and Papa. Good-ōȅŜ ǘƻ ŎƭƻŎƪǎ ǘƛŎƪƛƴƎΚ ŀƴŘ aŀƳŀΩǎ ǎǳƴŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ !ƴŘ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ Ŏoffee. And new-ironed dresses and hot baths? and 
ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ hƘΣ ŜŀǊǘƘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ȅƻǳΦ (she asks abruptly through her tears) Do any 
human beings ever realize life while they live it? - every, every minute? (she sighs) LΩƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōŜƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜΗ Wǳǎǘ ōƭƛƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ 

Miller, Arthur. Death of a Salesman. New York: Viking, 1996. (1949)  

From Act II 
Willy: Oh, yeah, my father lived many years in Alaska. He was an aŘǾŜƴǘǳǊƻǳǎ ƳŀƴΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǘǊŜŀƪ ƻŦ ǎŜƭŦ-reliance in our 
ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƭƻŎŀǘŜ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΦ !ƴŘ I was 
almost decided to go, when I met a salesman in the Parker House. His name was  
Dave Singleman. And he was eighty-ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ŘǊǳƳƳŜŘ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴŘƛǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ-ƻƴŜ ǎǘŀǘŜǎΦ !ƴŘ ƻƭŘ 5ŀǾŜΣ ƘŜΩŘ Ǝƻ ǳǇ ǘƻ 
Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ȅΩǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǾŜƭǾŜǘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜǊǎτLΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘτand pick up his phone and call the buyers, and without ever 
leaving is room, at the age of eighty-four, he made his living. And when I saw that, I realized that selling was the greatest career a man 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘΦ Ψ/ŀǳǎŜ ǿƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ of eighty-four, into twenty or thirty different cities, 
and pick up a phone, and be remembered and loved and helped by so many different people? Do you know? When he diedτand by 
the way he died the death of a salesman, in his green velvet slippers in the smoker of the New York, New Haven and Hartford, going 
into Bostonτwhen he died, hundreds of salesmen and buyers were at his funeral. Things were sad on a lotta trains for months after 
that. He stands up. Howard has not looked at him. In those days there was personality in it, Howard. There was respect, and 
ŎƻƳǊŀŘŜǎƘƛǇΣ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀǘƛǘǳŘŜ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ ¢ƻŘŀȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ Ŏǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ ǘƻ ōŜŀǊτor personality. 
¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ƳŜŀƴΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ 

Hansberry, Lorraine. A Raisin in the Sun. New York: Vintage, 1994. (1959)  

From Act III 

.9b9!¢I!Υ IŜΩǎ ƴƻ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΦ 
MAMA: What you say? 
BENEATHA: I said that that individual is that room is no brother of mine. 
a!a!Υ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ better than he is today? [BENEATHA does not answer.] Yes? What you tell 
ƘƛƳ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ŀƎƻΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƳŀƴΚ ¸ŜǎΚ ¸ƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴŜ ǿǊƻǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜǇƛǘŀǇƘ ǘƻƻτlike the rest of the world? 
Well who give you the privilege? 
BENEATHA: Be on my side for once! You say what he just did, Mama! You saw himτŘƻǿƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜǎΦ ²ŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƘƻ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ 
meτǘƻ ŘŜǎǇƛǎŜ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ 5ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ 
MAMA: YesτI taught you that. Me and your daddy. But I thought I taught you something else ǘƻƻΧL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƘƛƳΦ 
BENEATHA: Love him? There is nothing left to love. 
a!a!Υ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ώ[ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦϐ IŀǾŜ you cried 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻȅ ǘƻŘŀȅΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ΨŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ L ƳŜŀƴ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΤ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ 
what it done to him. Child, when do you think is the time to love somebody the most; when they done good and made things easy for 
everybody? Well then, yƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎτōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ LǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƭƻǿŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ 
ƘƛǎǎŜƭŦ ΨŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ƳŜŀǎǳǊƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅΣ ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ. 
Make sure you done taken into account what hills and valleys he come through before he got to wherever he is. 

Soyinka, Wole. Death and the Kingôs Horseman: A Play. New York: W. W. Norton, 2002. (1976)  

From Act I, Scene 1 
ELESIN:  
Where the storm pleases, and when, it directs  
The giants of the forest. When friendship summons  



Is when the true comrade goes.  
WOMEN:  
Nothing will hold you back?  
ELESIN:  
Nothing. What! Has no one told you yet?  
I go to keep my friend and master company.  
Who says the mouth does not believe iƴ ΨbƻΣ  
L ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘŜǿŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚΩ L ǎŀȅ L ƘŀǾŜΦ  
The world is not a constant honey-pot. 

Poetry 

Li Po. ñA Poem of Changgan.ò The Jade Mountain: A Chinese Anthology. Translated by Witter Bynner. New 

York: Knopf, 1929. (circa 700) 
My hair had hardly covered my forehead.   
I was picking flowers, playing by my door,   
When you, my lover, on a bamboo horse,   
Came trotting in circles and throwing green plums.   
²Ŝ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ ŀ ƭŀƴŜ ƛƴ /ƘΩŀƴƎ-kan,   
Both of us young and happy-hearted. 
...At fourteen I became your wife,   
So bashful that I dared not smile,   
And I lowered my head toward a dark corner   
And would not turn to your thousand calls; 
But at fifteen I straightened my brows and laughed, 
Learning that no dust could ever seal our love, 
That even unto death I would await you by my post 
And would never lose heart in the tower of silent watching. 
...Then when I was sixteen, you left on a long journey 
¢ƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ DƻǊƎŜǎ ƻŦ /ƘΩǳ-ǘΩŀƴg, of rock and whirling water. 
And then came the Fifth-month, more than I could bear, 
And I tried to hear the monkeys in your lofty far-off sky. 
Your footprints by our door, where I had watched you go, 
Were hidden, every one of them, under green moss, 
Hidden under moss too deep to sweep away. 
And the first autumn wind added fallen leaves. 
And now, in the Eighth-month, yellowing butterflies 
Hover, two by two, in our west-garden grasses 
 And, because of all this, my heart is breaking 
And I fear for my bright cheeks, lest they fade. 
...Oh, at last, when you return through the three Pa districts, 
Send me a message home ahead! 
And I will come and meet you and will never mind the distance, 
All the way to Chang-feng Sha. 

Donne, John. ñA Valediction Forbidding Mourning.ò The Complete Poetry of John Donne. Edited by John T. 

Shawcross. New York: Anchor Books, 1967. (1633) 
!ǎ ǾƛǊǘǳƻǳǎ ƳŜƴ Ǉŀǎǎ ƳƛƭŘƭȅΩ ŀǿŀȅΣ 
And whisper to their souls to go, 
Whilst some of their sad friends do say 
The breath goes now, and some say, no; 
So let us melt, and make no noise, 
No tear floods, nor sigh-ǘŜƳǇŜǎǘǎ ƳƻǾŜΣ Ψ¢ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊƻŦŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ Ƨƻȅǎ  
To tell the laity our love. 
aƻǾƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘΩ ŜŀǊǘƘ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǊǎΣ 
Men reckon what it did and meant; But trepidation of the spheres,  
Though greater far, is innocent. 
Dǳƭƭ ǎǳōƭǳƴŀǊȅ ƭƻǾŜǊǎΩ ƭƻǾŜ 
(Whose soul is sense) cannot admit Absence, because it doth remove  
Those things which elemented it. 
.ǳǘ ǿŜ ōȅΩ ŀ ƭƻǾŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǊŜŦƛƴŜŘ 
That ourselves know not what it is, 
Inter-assured of the mind, 
Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss. 
Our two souls therefore, which are one, 
Though I must go, endure not yet A breach, but an expansion, Like gold to airy thinness beat. 
If they be two, they are two so 



As stiff twin compasses are two; 
Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show  
To moǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻǘƘΣ ƛŦ ǘƘΩ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƻΦ 
And though it in the center sit, 
Yet when the other far doth roam, 
It leans and hearkens after it, 
And grows erect, as that comes home. 
{ǳŎƘ ǿƛƭǘ ǘƘƻǳ ōŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǿƘƻ Ƴǳǎǘ [ƛƪŜ ǘƘΩ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻƻǘΣ ƻōƭƛǉǳŜƭȅ ǊǳƴΦ 
Thy firmness makes my circle just. 
And makes me end where I begun. 

Wheatley, Phyllis. ñOn Being Brought From Africa to America.ò New Anthology of American Poetry: 

Traditions and Revolutions, Beginnings to 1900 (Vol 1). Edited by Steven Gould Axelrod, Camille Roman, and 

Thomas J. Travisano. Piscataway, New Jersey: Rutgers University Press, 2003. (1773) 
Ψ¢ǿŀǎ ƳŜǊŎȅ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ tŀƎŀƴ ƭŀƴŘΣ  ¢ŀǳƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ōŜƴƛƎƘǘŜŘ ǎƻǳƭ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ   
¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ DƻŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ {ŀǾƛƻǳǊ ǘƻƻΥ   
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.   
Some view our sable race with scornful eye, 
ά¢ƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƭƻǳǊ ƛǎ ŀ ŘƛŀōƻƭƛŎ ŘƛŜΦέ 
Remember, Christians, Negros, black as Cain, 
May be refiƴΩŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘΩ ŀƴƎŜƭƛŎ ǘǊŀƛƴΦ 

Keats, John. ñOde on a Grecian Urn.ò The Complete Poems of John Keats. New York: Modern Library, 1994. 

(1820) 
¢Ƙƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǳƴǊŀǾƛǎƘΩŘ ōǊƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǉǳƛŜǘƴŜǎǎΣ 
Thou foster-child of silence and slow time, 
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express  
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme: 
What leaf-ŦǊƛƴƎΩŘ ƭŜƎŜƴŘ Ƙŀǳƴǘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘȅ ǎƘŀǇŜ  
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady? 
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth? 
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?  
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy? 
Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;  
bƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƴǎǳŀƭ ŜŀǊΣ ōǳǘΣ ƳƻǊŜ ŜƴŘŜŀǊΩŘΣ tƛǇŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ŘƛǘǘƛŜǎ ƻŦ ƴƻ ǘƻƴŜΥ 
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare; 
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss, 
Though winning near the goalτyet, do not grieve;  
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,  
Forever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 
Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu; 
And, happy melodist, unwearied, 
Forever piping songs for ever new;  
More happy love! more happy, happy love! 
Forever ǿŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜƴƧƻȅΩŘΣ 
Forever panting, and forever young; 
All breathing human passion far above,  
That leaves a heart high-ǎƻǊǊƻǿŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻȅΩŘΣ ! ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ŧƻrehead, and a parching tongue. 
Who are these coming to the sacrifice? 
¢ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŀƭǘŀǊΣ h ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǇǊƛŜǎǘΣ [ŜŀŘΩǎǘ ǘƘƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜƛŦŜǊ ƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛŜǎΣ  
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest? 
What little town by river or sea shore, 
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,  
Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn? 
!ƴŘΣ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻǿƴΣ ǘƘȅ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊƳƻǊŜ ²ƛƭƭ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ōŜΤ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǎƻǳƭ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ²Ƙȅ ǘƘƻǳ ŀǊǘ ŘŜǎƻƭŀǘŜΣ Ŏŀƴ ŜΩŜǊ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ 
O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought, 
With forest branches and the trodden weed; Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought  
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 
When old age shall this generation waste, 
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, ǘƻ ǿƘƻƳ ǘƘƻǳ ǎŀȅΩǎǘΣ ά.Ŝŀǳǘȅ ƛǎ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ǘǊǳǘƘ ōŜŀǳǘȅΣέτthat is all  
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 



Whitman, Walt. ñSong of Myself.ò Leaves of Grass. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1990. (c1860)  

From ñSong of Myselfò 1 

I celebrate myself, and sing myself, 
And what I assume you shall assume, 
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. 
I loafe and invite my soul, 
I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass. 
aȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŀǘƻƳ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ŦƻǊƳΩŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻƛƭΣ ǘƘƛs air, 
Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their parents the same, 
I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin, 
Hoping to cease not till death. 
Creeds and schools in abeyance, 
Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten, I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard, Nature 
without check with original energy. 

Dickinson, Emily. ñBecause I Could Not Stop for Death.ò The Complete Poems of Emily Dickinson. Boston: 

Little, Brown, 1960. (1890) 
Because I could not stop for Deathτ 
He kindly stopped for meτ 
The Carriage held but just Ourselvesτ And Immortality. 
We slowly droveτHe knew no haste 
And I had put away 
My labor and my leisure too, 
For His Civilityτ 
We passed the School, where Children strove 
At Recessτin the Ringτ 
We passed the Fields of Grazing Grainτ  
We passed the Setting Sunτ 
We paused before a House that seemed 
A Swelling of the Groundτ  
The Room was scarcely visibleτ The Corniceτin the Groundτ 
Since thenτΩǘƛǎ /ŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎτand yet 
Feels shorter than the Day 
L ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǳǊƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ IƻǊǎŜǎΩ IŜŀŘǎ 
Were toward Eternityτ 

Tagore, Rabindranath. ñSong VII.ò  The Complete Text of Rabindranath Tagoreôs Gitanjali: Text and Critical 

Evaluation by S. K. Paul. Translated by Rabindranath Tagore. New Dehli: Sarup and Sons, 2006. (1913) 
My song has put off her adornments.  
She has no pride of dress and decoration. Ornaments would mar our union; they would come between thee and me; their jingling 
would drown thy whispers. 
aȅ ǇƻŜǘΩǎ Ǿŀƴƛǘȅ ŘƛŜǎ ƛƴ ǎƘŀƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ thy sight. O master poet, I have sat down at thy feet. Only let me make my life simple and 
straight, like a flute of reed for thee to fill with music. 

Eliot, T. S. ñThe Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock.ò T. S. Eliot: The Complete Poems and Plays, 1909ï1950. 

Orlando: Harcourt Brace & Company, 1952. (1917) 

Let us go then, you and I, 
When the evening is spread out against the sky 
Like a patient etherised upon a table; 
Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets, 
The muttering retreats 
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels  
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells: 
Streets that follow like a tedious argument 
Of insidious intent 
To lead you to an overwhelming question...  
hƘΣ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŀǎƪΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ [Ŝǘ ǳǎ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǊ ǾƛǎƛǘΦ 

Pound, Ezra. ñThe River Merchantôs Wife: A Letter.ò Anthology of Modern American Poetry. Edited by Cary 

Nelson. New York: Oxford University Press, 2000. (1917) 

While my hair was still cut straight across my forehead I played about the front gate, pulling flowers.  
You came by on bamboo stilts, playing horse;  
You walked about my seat, playing with blue plums.  
And we went on living in the village of Chokan:  
Two small people, without dislike or suspicion.  
At fourteen I married My Lord you.  
I never laughed, being bashful.  



Lowering my head, I looked at the wall.  
Called to, a thousand times, I never looked back.  
At fifteen I stopped scowling,  
I desired my dust to be mingled with yours  
Forever and forever and forever.  
Why should I climb the lookout?  
At sixteen you departed,  
You went into far Ku-to-en, by the river of swirling eddies,  
And you have been gone five months.  
The monkeys make sorrowful noise overhead.  
You dragged your feet when you went out.  
By the gate now, the moss is grown, the different mosses,  
Too deep to clear them away!  
The leaves fall early this autumn, in wind.  
The paired butterflies are already yellow with August  
Over the grass in the West garden -- They hurt me.  
I grow older.  
If you are coming down through the narrows of the river,  
Please let me know beforehand, And I will come out to meet you As far as Cho-fo-Sa. 

Frost, Robert. ñMending Wall.ò The Complete Poems of Robert Frost. New York: Holt, Rinehart and Winston, 

1949. (1914)  
{ha9¢ILbD ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻǾŜ ŀ ǿŀƭƭΣ 
That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it,  
And spills the upper boulders in the sun;  
And makes gaps even two can pass abreast. 
The work of hunters is another thing: 
I have come after them and made repair 
Where they have left not one stone on stone, 
But they would have the rabbit out of hiding, 
To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean, No one has seen them made or heard them made, But at spring mending-time we find 
them there. 
I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;  
And on a day we meet to walk the line 
And set the wall between us once again. 
We keep the wall between us as we go. 
To each the boulders that have fallen to each. And some are loaves and some so nearly balls  
²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜΥ ά{ǘŀȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪǎ ŀǊŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘΗέ We wear our fingers rough with 
handling them. Oh, just another kind of outdoor game, One on a side. It comes to little more: He is all pine and I am apple-orchard. 
My apple trees will never get across 
And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him. 
He only ǎŀȅǎΣ άDƻƻŘ ŦŜƴŎŜǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎΦέ 
Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder  
If I could put a notion in his head: 
ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀƪŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎΚ LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ 
Where there are cows? But here there are no cows. 
.ŜŦƻǊŜ L ōǳƛƭǘ ŀ ǿŀƭƭ LΩŘ ŀǎƪ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ  
What I was walling in or walling out,  
And to whom I was like to give offence. 
{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻǾŜ ŀ ǿŀƭƭΣ 
¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀƴǘǎ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΗέ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ά9ƭǾŜǎέ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ 
.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜƭǾŜǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 
He said it for himself. I see him there,  
Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top 
In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed. He moves in darkness as it seems to me,  
Not of woods only and the shade of trees. 
IŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ 
And he likes having thought of it so well 
IŜ ǎŀȅǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ άDƻƻŘ ŦŜƴŎŜǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎΦέ 
Media Text  
The Frost Free Library, with essays, interviews, and audio: http://www.frostfriends.org/library.html 



Neruda, Pablo. ñOde to My Suit.ò Translated by Margaret Sayers Peden. Selected Odes of Pablo Neruda. 

Berkeley: University of California Press, 1990. (1954)  

Bishop, Elizabeth. ñSestina.ò The Complete Poems of Elizabeth Bishop, 1927ï1979. New York: Farrar, Straus 

and Giroux, 1983. (1965) 

Ortiz Cofer, Judith. ñThe Latin Deli: An Ars Poetica.ò The Latin Deli: Telling the Lives of Barrio Women. New 

York: Norton, 1995. (1988) 
Presiding over a formica counter, Plastic Mother and Child magnetized to the top of an ancient register, the heady mix of smells from 
the open bins of dried codfish, the green plantains hanging in stalks like votive offerings, she is the Patroness of Exiles, a woman of no-
age who was never pretty, who spends her days selling canned memories while listening to the Puerto Ricans complain that it would 
be cheaper to fly to San Juan thŀƴ ǘƻ ōȅ ŀ ǇƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ .ǳǎǘŜƭƻ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ǳōŀƴǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ άƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎ 
ǊŜǘǳǊƴέ ǘƻ IŀǾŀƴŀτwhere no one has been allowed to die and nothing to change until then; to Mexicans who pass through, talking 
lyrically of dólares to be made in El Norteτall wanting the comfort of spoken Spanish, to gaze upon the family portrait of her plain 
wide face, her ample bosom resting on her plump arms, her look of maternal interest as they speak to her and each other of their 
dreams and their disillusionsτ how she smiles understanding, when they walk down the narrow aisles of her store reading the labels 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎƪŀƎŜǎ ŀƭƻǳŘΣ ǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ ƻŦ ƭƻǎǘ ƭƻǾŜǊǎΥ {ǳǎǇƛǊƻǎΣ aŜǊŜƴƎǳŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƭŜ ŎŀƴŘȅ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘΦ 
She spends her days slicing jamón y queso and wrapping it in wax paper tied with string: plain ham and cheese that would cost less at 
the A&P, but it would not satisfy the hunger of the fragile old man lost in the folds of his winter coat, who brings her lists of items that 
he reads to her like poetry, or the others, whose needs she must divine, conjuring up products from places that now exist only in their 
heartsτ closed ports she must trade with. 
ά¢ƘŜ [ŀǘƛƴ 5ŜƭƛΥ !ƴ !Ǌǎ tƻŜǘƛŎŀέ ōȅ WǳŘƛǘƘ hǊǘƛȊ /ƻŦŜǊ ƛǎ ǊŜǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ from the publisher (© Arte Público press - University of 
Houston). 

Dove, Rita. ñDemeterôs Prayer to Hades.ò Mother Love: Poems. New York: Norton, 1996. (1995) 

This alone is what I wish for you: knowledge. 
To understand each desire has an edge,  
To know we are responsible for the lives we change. No faith comes without cost, no one believes without dying. 
Now for the first time 
I see clearly the trail you planted, What ground opened to waste, though you dreaded a wealth of flowers. 
 There are no cursesτonly mirrors held up to the souls of gods and mortals. 
And so I give up this fate, too. Believe in yourself, go aheadτsee where it gets you. 
ά5ŜƳŜǘŜǊΩǎ tǊŀȅŜǊ ǘƻ IŀŘŜǎΣέ ŦǊƻƳ ah¢I9w [h±9 ōȅ wƛǘŀ 5ƻǾŜΦ /ƻǇȅǊƛƎƘǘ ϭ мффр ōȅ wƛǘŀ 5ƻǾŜΦ ¦ǎŜŘ ōȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ²Φ²Φ borton & 
Company, Inc. 

Collins, Billy. ñMan Listening to Disc.ò Sailing Alone Around the Room. New York: Random House, 2001. 

(2001) 

Sample Performance Tasks for Stories, Drama, and Poetry  
¶ Students analyze the first impressions given of Mr. and Mrs. Bennet in the opening chapter of Pride and Prejudice based on 

the setting and how the characters are introduced. By comparing these first impressions with their later understanding 
based on how the action is ordered and the characters develop over the course of the novel, students understand the 
impact of WŀƴŜ !ǳǎǘŜƴΩǎ choices in relating elements of a story. [RL.11ς12.3] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘǊŀǎǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŀƎƻƴƛǎǘǎ ƻŦ IŜǊƳŀƴ aŜƭǾƛƭƭŜΩǎ Billy Budd ŀƴŘ bŀǘƘŀƴƛŜƭ IŀǿǘƘƻǊƴŜΩǎ Scarlet 
Letter maintain their integrity when confronting authority, and they relate their analysis of that theme to other portrayals in 
nineteenth- and early-twentieth-century foundational works of American literature they have read. [RL.11ς12.9] 

¶ Students analyze Ƙƻǿ !ƴǘƻƴ /ƘŜƪƘƻǾΩǎ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ of structuring his story άIƻƳŜέ ōȅ beginning ƛƴ άƳƛŘǎǘǊŜŀƳέ shapes the 
meaning of the text and contributes to its overall narrative arc. [RL.11ς12.5] 

¶ Students provide an objective summary ƻŦ CΦ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ CƛǘȊƎŜǊŀƭŘΩǎ Great Gatsby wherein they analyze how over the course of 
the text different characters try to escape the worlds they come from, including whose help they get and whether anybody 
succeeds in escaping. [RL.11ς12.2] 

¶ Students analyze aƛƎǳŜƭ ŘŜ /ŜǊǾŀƴǘŜǎΩǎ Don Quixote and Jean-Baptiste Poquelin MolièrŜΩǎ Tartuffe for how what is directly 
stated in a text differs from what is really meant, comparing and contrasting the point of view adopted by the protagonist in 
each work. [RL.11ς12.6] 

¶ Students compare two or more recorded or live productions of Arthur aƛƭƭŜǊΩǎ Death of a Salesman to the written text, 
evaluating how each version interprets the source text and debating which aspects of the enacted interpretations of the 
play best capture a particular character, scene, or theme. [RL.11ς12.7] 

¶ Students compare and contrast the figurative and connotative meanings as well as specific word choices in  

¶ WƻƘƴ 5ƻƴƴŜΩǎ ά±ŀƭŜŘƛŎǘƛƻƴ CƻǊōƛŘŘƛƴƎ aƻǳǊƴƛƴƎέ ŀƴŘ 9Ƴƛƭȅ 5ƛŎƪƛƴǎƻƴΩǎ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ²ƻǳƭŘ bƻǘ {ǘƻǇ ŦƻǊ 5ŜŀǘƘέ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ 
determine how the metaphors of the carriage and the compass shape the meaning and tone of each poem. Students 
analyze the ways both poets use language that is particularly fresh, engaging, or beautiful to convey the multiple meanings 
regarding death contained in each poem. [RL.11ς12.4] 

¶ Students cite strong and thorough textual evidence ŦǊƻƳ WƻƘƴ YŜŀǘǎΩǎ άhŘŜ ƻƴ ŀ DǊŜŎƛŀƴ ¦Ǌƴέ ǘƻ support their analysis of 
what the poem says explicitly about the urn as well as what can be inferred about the urn from evidence in the poem. Based 
on their close reading, students draw inferences from the text regarding what meanings the figures decorating the urn 
convey as well as noting where the poem leaves matters about the urn and its decoration uncertain. [RL.11ς12.1] 



Informational Texts: English Language Arts 

Paine, Thomas. Common Sense. New York: Penguin, 2005. (1776) 
A government of our own is our natural right: And when a man seriously reflects on the precariousness of human affairs, he will 
become convinced, that it is infinitely wiser and safer, to form a constitution of our own in a cool deliberate manner, while we have it 
in our power, than to trust such an interesting event to time and chance. If we omit it now, some Massenello* may hereafter arise, 
who laying hold of popular disquietudes, may collect together the desperate and the discontented, and by assuming to themselves the 
powers of government, may sweep away the liberties of the continent like a deluge. Should the government of America return again 
into the hands of Britain, the tottering situation of things, will be a temptation for some desperate adventurer to try his fortune; and in 
such a case, what relief can Britain give? Ere she could hear the news the fatal business might be done, and ourselves suffering like the 
wretched Britons under the oppression of the Conqueror. Ye that oppose independence now, ye know not what ye do; ye are opening 
a door to eternal tyranny, by keeping vacant the seat of government. 
(*Thomas Anello, otherwise Massenello, a fisherman of Naples, who after spiriting up his countrymen in the public market place, 
against the oppression of the Spaniards, to whom the place was then subject, prompted them to revolt, and in the space of a day 
became king.) 

Jefferson, Thomas. The Declaration of Independence. (1776) 

IN CONGRESS, July 4, 1776 

The unanimous Declaration of the thirteen united States of America 
When in the Course of human events, it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands which have connected them 
with another, and to assume, among the Powers of the earth, the separate and equal station to which the Laws of Nature and of 
bŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ DƻŘ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀ ŘŜŎŜƴǘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƳŀƴƪƛƴŘ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛƳǇel them 
to the separation. 
We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain 
unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty, and the pursuit of Happiness.τThat to secure these rights, Governments are 
instituted among Men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed,τThat whenever any Form of Government 
becomes destructive of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its 
foundation on such principles and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to affect their Safety and 
Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes; and 
accordingly all experience hath shown, that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves 
by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same 
Object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off such Government, and 
to provide new Guards for their future security.τSuch has been the patient sufferance of these Colonies; and such is now the 
necessity which constrains them to alter their former Systems of Government. The history of the present King of Great Britain is a 
history of repeated injuries and usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment of an absolute Tyranny over these States. To 
prove this, let Facts be submitted to a candid world. 
He has refused his Assent to Laws, the most wholesome and necessary for the public good. 
He has forbidden his Governors to pass Laws of immediate and pressing importance, unless suspended in their operation till his 
Assent should be obtained; and when so suspended, he has utterly neglected to attend to them. 
He has refused to pass other Laws for the accommodation of large districts of people, unless those people would relinquish the right of 
Representation in the Legislature, a right inestimable to them and formidable to tyrants only. 
He has called together legislative bodies at places unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the depository of their Public Records, for 
the sole purpose of fatiguing them into compliance with his measures. 
He has dissolved Representative Houses repeatedly, for opposing with manly firmness his invasions on the rights of the people. 
He has refused for a long time, after such dissolutions, to cause others to be elected; whereby the Legislative Powers, incapable of 
Annihilation, have returned to the People at large for their exercise; the State remaining in the meantime exposed to all the dangers of 
invasion from without, and convulsions within. 
He has endeavored to prevent the population of these States; for that purpose obstructing the Laws of Naturalization of Foreigners; 
refusing to pass others to encourage their migration hither, and raising the conditions of new Appropriations of Lands. 
He has obstructed the Administration of Justice, by refusing his Assent to Laws for establishing Judiciary Powers. 
He has made judges dependent on his Will alone, for the tenure of their offices, and the amount and payment of their salaries. 
He has erected a multitude of New Offices, and sent hither swarms of Officers to harass our People, and eat out their substance. 
He has kept among us, in times of peace, Standing Armies without the Consent of our legislatures. 
He has affected to render the Military independent of and superior to the Civil Power. 
He has combined with others to subject us to a jurisdiction foreign to our constitution, and unacknowledged by our laws; giving his 
Assent to their Acts of pretended legislation: 
For quartering large bodies of armed troops among us: 
For protecting them, by a mock Trial, from Punishment for any Murders which they should commit on the Inhabitants of these States: 
For cutting off our Trade with all parts of the world: 
For imposing taxes on us without our Consent: 
For depriving us, in many cases, of the benefits of Trial by Jury: 
For transporting us beyond Seas to be tried for pretended offences: 
For abolishing the free System of English Laws in a neighboring Province, establishing therein an Arbitrary government, and enlarging 
its Boundaries so as to render it at once an example and fit instrument for introducing the same absolute rule into these Colonies: 
For taking away our Charters, abolishing our most valuable Laws, and altering fundamentally the Forms of our Governments: 
For suspending our own Legislatures and declaring themselves invested with Power to legislate for us in all cases whatsoever. 



He has abdicated Government here, by declaring us out of his Protection and waging War against us. 
He has plundered our seas, ravaged our Coasts, burnt our towns, and destroyed the lives of our people. 
He is at this time transporting large armies of foreign mercenaries to complete the works of death, desolation and tyranny, already 
begun with circumstances of Cruelty & perfidy scarcely paralleled in the most barbarous ages, and totally unworthy of the Head of a 
civilized nation. 
He has constrained our fellow Citizens taken Captive on the high Seas to bear Arms against their Country, to become the executioners 
of their friends and Brethren, or to fall themselves by their Hands. 
He has excited domestic insurrections amongst us, and has endeavored to bring on the inhabitants of our frontiers, the merciless 
Indian Savages, whose known rule of warfare is an undistinguished destruction of all ages, sexes and conditions. 
In every stage of these Oppressions We have Petitioned for Redress in the most humble terms: Our repeated Petitions have been 
answered only by repeated injury. A Prince, whose character is thus marked by every act which may define a Tyrant, is unfit to be the 
ruler of a free People. 
Nor have We been wanting in attention to our British brethren. We have warned them from time to time of attempts by their 
legislature to extend an unwarrantable jurisdiction over us. We have reminded them of the circumstances of our emigration and 
settlement here. We have appealed to their native justice and magnanimity, and we have conjured them by the ties of our common 
kindred to disavow these usurpations, which would inevitably interrupt our connections and correspondence. They too have been 
deaf to the voice of justice and of consanguinity. We must, therefore, acquiesce in the necessity, which denounces our Separation, and 
hold them, as we hold the rest of mankind, Enemies in War, in Peace Friends. 
We, therefore, the Representatives of the United States of America, in General Congress, Assembled, appealing to the  
Supreme Judge of the world for the rectitude of our intentions, do, in the Name, and by the Authority of the good People of these 
Colonies, solemnly publish and declare, That these United Colonies are, and of Right ought to be Free and Independent States; that 
they are Absolved from all Allegiance to the British Crown, and that all political connection between them and the State of Great 
Britain, is and ought to be totally dissolved; and that as Free and Independent States, they have full Power to levy War, conclude 
Peace, contract Alliances, establish Commerce, and to do all other Acts and Things which Independent States may of right do. And for 
the support of this Declaration, with a firm reliance on the Protection of Divine Providence, we mutually pledge to each other our 
Lives, our Fortunes and our sacred Honor. 

United States. The Bill of Rights (Amendments One through Ten of the United States Constitution). (1791)  

Amendment I 
Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom 
of speech, or of the press, or the right of the people peaceably to assemble, and to petition the Government for a redress of 
grievances. 
Amendment II 
A well-regulated Militia, being necessary to the security of a free State, the right of the people to keep and bear Arms, shall not be 
infringed. 
Amendment III 
No Soldier shall, in time of peace be quartered in any house, without the consent of the Owner, nor in time of war, but in a manner to 
be prescribed by law. 
Amendment IV 
The right of the people to be secure in their persons, houses, papers, and effects, against unreasonable searches and seizures, shall not 
be violated, and no Warrants shall issue, but upon probable cause, supported by Oath or affirmation, and particularly describing the 
place to be searched, and the persons or things to be seized. 
Amendment V 
No person shall be held to answer for a capital, or otherwise infamous crime, unless on a presentment or indictment of a Grand Jury, 
except in cases arising in the land or naval forces, or in the Militia, when in actual service in time of War or public danger; nor shall any 
person be subject for the same offence to be twice put in jeopardy of life or limb, nor shall be compelled in any criminal case to be a 
witness against himself, nor be deprived of life, liberty, or property, without due process of law; nor shall private property be taken for 
public use, without just compensation. 
Amendment VI 
In all criminal prosecutions, the accused shall enjoy the right to a speedy and public trial, by an impartial jury of the State and district 
wherein the crime shall have been committed; which district shall have been previously ascertained by law, and to be informed of the 
nature and cause of the accusation; to be confronted with the witnesses against him; to have compulsory process for obtaining 
witnesses in his favor, and to have the assistance of counsel for his defense. 
Amendment VII 
In Suits at common law, where the value in controversy shall exceed twenty dollars, the right of trial by jury shall be preserved, and no 
fact tried by a jury shall be otherwise re-examined in any Court of the United States, than according to the rules of the common law. 
Amendment VIII 
Excessive bail shall not be required, nor excessive fines imposed, nor cruel and unusual punishments inflicted. 
Amendment IX 
The enumeration in the Constitution of certain rights shall not be construed to deny or disparage others retained by the people. 
Amendment X 
The powers not delegated to the United States by the Constitution, nor prohibited by it to the States, are reserved to the States 
respectively, or to the people. 

Thoreau, Henry David. Walden; or, Life in the Woods. Boston: Houghton, 1893. (1854) 

I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had 
to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived. I did not wish to live what was not life, living is so dear; nor did I 



wish to practice resignation, unless it was quite necessary. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live so sturdily 
and Spartan-like as to put to rout all that was not life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to drive life into a corner, and reduce it to 
its lowest terms, and, if it proved to be mean, why then to get the whole and genuine meanness of it, and publish its meanness to the 
world; or if it were sublime, to know it by experience, and be able to give a true account of it in my next excursion. For most men, it 
appears to me, are in a strange uncertainty about it, whether it is of the devil or of God, and have somewhat hastily concluded that it 
ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ άƎƭƻǊƛŦȅ DƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦέ 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo. ñSociety and Solitude.ò Essays and Poems.  New York: Library of America, 1996. 

(1857) 
Ψ¢ƛǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƳŜǎƳŜǊƛȊŜ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǇ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǘƻǇΤ ōǳǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘȅ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘǳǊŀƴŎŜΦ /ƻƴŎŜǊǘ Ŧires 
people to a certain fury of performance they can rarely reach alone. Here is the use of society: it is so easy with the great to be great; 
so easy to come up to an existing standard;τas easy as it is to the lover to swim to his maiden through waves so grim before. The 
benefits of affection are immense; and the one event which never loses its romance, is the encounter with superior persons on terms 
allowing the happiest intercourse. 
It by no means follows that we are not fit for society, because soirées are tedious, and because the soirée finds us tedious. A 
backwoodsman, who had been sent to the university, told me that, when he heard the best-bred young men at the law school talk 
together, he reckoned himself a boor; but whenever he caught them apart, and had one to himself alone, then they were the boors, 
and he the better man. And if we recall the rare hours when we encountered the best persons, we then found ourselves, and then first 
society seemed to exist. That was society, though in the transom of a brig, or on the Florida Keys. 
A cold, sluggish blood thinks it has not facts enough to the purpose, and must decline its turn in the conversation.  
But they who speak have no more,τƘŀǾŜ ƭŜǎǎΦ Ψ¢ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƴŜǿ ŦŀŎǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǾŀƛƭΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǎƻƭǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΩǎ ŦŀŎǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ 
defect of cold, arid natures is the want of animal spirits. They seem a power incredible, as if God should raise the dead. The recluse 
ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǿŜǎǎ ƻŦ /ǆǳǊ-de-Lion, or 
ŀƴ LǊƛǎƘƳŀƴΩǎ ŘŀȅΩǎ-ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƭǊƻŀŘΦ Ψ¢ƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǊƛǾŀƭǎΦ !ƴƛƳŀƭ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ŎƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ 
the present, and their feats are like the structure of a pyramid. Their result is a lord, a general, or a boon companion. Before these, 
what a base mendicant is Memory with his leathern badge! But this genial heat is latent in all constitutions, and is disengaged only by 
ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΦ !ǎ .ŀŎƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƻŦ ƳŀƴƴŜǊǎΣ ά¢ƻ ƻōǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƛǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŘŜǎǇƛǎŜ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǎŀȅ ƻŦ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻƴǘŀƴŜƻǳǎ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘ ƻŦ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ƘŀōƛǘΦ άCƻǊ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊΣ ƳŜƴ ƭŜŀǊƴ ƛǘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƪŜ ŘƛǎŜŀǎŜǎΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
But the people are to be taken in very small doses. If solitude is proud, so is society vulgar. In society, high advantages are set down to 
the individual as disqualifications. We sink as easily as we rise, through sympathy. So many men whom I know are degraded by their 
sympathies, their native aims being high enough, but their relation all too tender to the gross people about them. Men cannot afford 
to live together by their merits, and they adjust themselves by their demerits,τby their love of gossip, or by sheer tolerance and 
animal good-nature. They untune and dissipate the brave aspirant. 
The remedy is, to reinforce each of these moods from the other. Conversation will not corrupt us, if we come to the assembly in our 
own garb and speech, and with the energy of health to select what is ours and reject what is not. Society we must have; but let it be 
society, and not exchanging news, or eating from the same dish. Is it society to sit in one of your chairs? I cannot go into the houses of 
my nearest relatives, because I do not wish to be alone. Society exists by chemical affinity, and not otherwise. 
Put any company of people together with freedom for conversation, and a rapid self-distribution takes place, into sets and pairs. The 
best are accused of exclusiveness. It would be more true to say, they separate as oil from water, as children from old people, without 
love or hatred in the matter, each seeking his like; and any interference with the affinities would produce constraint and suffocation. 
All conversation is a magnetic experiment. I know that my friend can talk eloquently; you know that he cannot articulate a sentence: 
we have seen him in different company. Assort your party, or invite none. Put Stubbs and Coleridge, Quintilian and Aunt Miriam, into 
ǇŀƛǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ǿǊŜǘŎƘŜŘΦ Ψ¢ƛǎ ŀƴ ŜȄǘŜƳǇƻǊŜ {ƛƴƎ-Sing built in a parlor. Leave them to seek their own mates, and they will 
be as merry as sparrows. 
A higher civility will re-establish in our customs a certain reverence which we have lost. What to do with these brisk young men who 
break through all fences, and make themselves at home in every house? I find out in an instant if my companion does not want me, 
and ropes cannot hold me when my welcome is gone. One would think that the affinities would pronounce themselves with a surer 
reciprocity. 
Here again, as so often, Nature delights to put us between extreme antagonisms, and our safety is in the skill with which we keep the 
diagonal line. Solitude is impracticable, and society fatal. We must keep our head in the one and our hands in the other. The conditions 
are met, if we keep our independence, yet do not lose our sympathy. These wonderful horses need to be driven by fine hands. We 
require such a solitude as shall hold us to its revelations when we are in the street and in palaces; for most men are cowed in society, 
and say good things to you in private, but will not stand to them in public. But let us not be the victims of words. Society and solitude 
are deceptive names. It is not the circumstance of seeing more or fewer people, but the readiness of sympathy, that imports; and a 
sound mind will derive its principles from insight, with ever a purer ascent to the sufficient and absolute right, and will accept society 
as the natural element in which they are to be applied. 

Porter, Horace. ñLee Surrenders to Grant, April 9th, 1865.ò Eyewitness to America: 500 Years of American 

History in the Words of Those Who Saw It Happen. Edited by David Colbert. New York: Vintage, 1998. (1865)  

From ñLee Surrenders to Grant, April 9th, 1865ò 

²ƘŜƴ [ŜŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎΩ ǎƛŘŜ-arms, private horses & baggage, he showed for the first time during the 
reading of the letter a slight change of countenance & was evidently touched by this act of generosity. It was doubtless the condition 
mentioned to which he particularly alluded when he looked toward General Grant, as he finished reading & said with some degree of 
ǿŀǊƳǘƘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀƴƴŜǊΣ Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ǳǇƻƴ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳȅΦΩέ  
DŜƴŜǊŀƭ DǊŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΥ ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛƴ ǊŜƎŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƳ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ L have stated the terms, I will have 
ŀ ŎƻǇȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ƛƴ ƛƴƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƎƴ ƛǘΦέ  



ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴΣέ [ŜŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŀǊǘƛƭƭŜǊƛǎǘǎ ƻǿƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻwn horses in 
our army. Its organization in this ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎ 
ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΣ ŀǎ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ŦƛǊƳƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƎǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǿƻ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘ ŎƻǳƴǘǊƛŜǎΦ IŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΥ άL should 
like to understand whŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΦέ  
ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳǎ ŀǎ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿ ǘƘƛǎΣέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ DǊŀƴǘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΤ άƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǇŜǊƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ their private 
ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅΦέ  
Lee read over the second page of the letter aƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΥ άbƻΣ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳǎ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿ ƛǘΤ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŎƭŜŀǊΦέ Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ 
plainly that he was quite anxious to have this concession made; and Grant said very promptly, and without giving Lee time to make a 
direct request:  
ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜct is quite new to me. Of course I did not know that any private soldiers owned their animals; but I think we have 
fought the last battle of the war,τI sincerely hope so,τand that the surrender of this army will be followed soon by that of all the 
others; and I take it that most of the men in the ranks are small farmers, and as the country has been so raided by the two armies, it is 
doubtful whether they will be able to put in a crop to carry themselves and their families through the next winter without the aid of 
the horses they are now riding, and I will arrange it in this way: I will not change the terms as now written, but I will instruct the 
officers I shall appoint to receive the paroles to let all the men who claim to own a horse or mule take the animals home with them to 
ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŀǊƳǎΦέ  

Chesterton, G. K. ñThe Fallacy of Success.ò Selected Essays. London: Methuen, 1949. (1909) 

There has appeared in our time a particular class of books and articles which I sincerely and solemnly think may be called the silliest 
ever known among men. They are much more wild than the wildest romances of chivalry and much more dull than the dullest religious 
tract. Moreover, the romances of chivalry were at least about chivalry; the religious tracts are about religion. But these things are 
about nothing; they are about what is called Success. On every bookstall, in every magazine, you may find works telling people how to 
succeed. They are books showing men how to succeed in everything; they are written by men who cannot even succeed in writing 
books. To begin with, of course, there is no such thing as Success. Or, if you like to put it so, there is nothing that is not successful. That 
a thing is successful merely means that it is; a millionaire is successful in being a millionaire and a donkey in being a donkey. Any live 
man has succeeded in living; any dead man may have succeeded in committing suicide. But, passing over the bad logic and bad 
philosophy in the phrase, we may take it, as these writers do, in the ordinary sense of success in obtaining money or worldly position. 
These writers profess to tell the ordinary man how he may succeed in his trade or speculationτhow, if he is a builder, he may succeed 
as a builder; how, if he is a stockbroker, he may succeed as a stockbroker. They profess to show him how, if he is a grocer, he may 
become a sporting yachtsman; how, if he is a tenth-rate journalist, he may become a peer; and how, if he is a German Jew, he may 
become an Anglo-Saxon. This is a definite and business-like proposal, and I really think that the people who buy these books (if any 
people do buy them) have a moral, if not a legal, right to ask for their money back. Nobody would dare to publish a book about 
electricity which literally told one nothing about electricity; no one would dare publish an article on botany which showed that the 
writer did not know which end of a plant grew in the earth. Yet our modern world is full of books about Success and successful people 
which literally contain no kind of idea, and scarcely and kind of verbal sense.  
It is perfectly obvious that in any decent occupation (such as bricklaying or writing books) there are only two ways (in any special 
sense) of succeeding. One is by doing very good work, the other is by cheating. Both are much too simple to require any literary 
explanation. If you are in for the high jump, either jump higher than anyone else, or manage somehow to pretend that you have done 
so. If you want to succeed at whist, either be a good whist-player, or play with marked cards. You may want a book about jumping; you 
may want a book about whist; you may want a book about cheating at whist. But you cannot want a book about Success. Especially 
you cannot want a book about Success such as those which you can now find scattered by the hundred about the book-market. You 
may want to jump or to play cards; but you do not want to read wandering statements to the effect that jumping is jumping, or that 
games are won by winners. If these writers, for instance, said anything ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎ ƛƴ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΥ Ψ¢ƘŜ 
jumper must have a clear aim before him. He must desire definitely to jump higher than the other men who are in for the same 
competition. He must let no feeble feelings of mercy (sneaked from the sickening Little Englanders and Pro-Boers) prevent him from 
trying to do his best. He must remember that a competition in jumping is distinctly competitive, and that, as Darwin has gloriously 
ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘŜŘΣ ¢I9 ²9!Y9{¢ Dh ¢h ¢I9 ²![[ΦΩ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻf thing the book would say, and very useful it would be, no doubt, if 
read out in a low and tense voice to a young man just about to take the high jump. Or suppose that in the course of his intellectual 
rambles the philosopher of Success dropped upon our other case, that of playing cards, his bracing advice would runτΩLƴ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŎŀǊŘǎ 
it is very necessary to avoid the mistake (commonly made by maudlin humanitarians and Free Traders) of permitting your opponent to 
win the game. You must have grit and snap and go in to win. The days of idealism and superstition are over. We live in a time of 
science and hard common sense, and it has now been definitely proved that in any game where two are playing IF ONE DOES NOT WIN 
¢I9 h¢I9w ²L[[ΦΩ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘƛǊǊƛƴƎΣ ƻf course; but I confess that if I were playing cards I would rather have some decent little book 
which told me the rules of the game. Beyond the rules of the game it is all a question either of talent or dishonesty; and I will 
undertake to provide either one or the otherτ which, it is not for me to say. 

Mencken, H. L. The American Language, 4th Edition. New York: Knopf, 1938. (1938) 

From Chapter XI: ñAmerican Slang,ò Section I: ñThe Nature of Slangò  
What chiefly lies behind (slang) is simply a kind of linguistic exuberance, an excess of word-making energy. It relates itself to the 
standard language a great deal as dancing relates itself to music. But there is also something else. The best slang is not only ingenious 
and amusing; it also embodies a kind of social criticism. It not only provides new names for a series of every-day concepts, some new 
ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƭŘΤ ƛǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǎŀȅǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ά²ƻǊŘǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀƴƎ ŜŦŦŜŎǘΣέ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜǎ CǊŀƴƪ {ŜŎƘǊƛǎǘΣ άŀǊƻǳǎŜ 
associations what are incongruous or incoƳǇŀǘƛōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻŦ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŀǊȅ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦέ 
Everyone, including the metaphysician in his study or the eremite in his cell, has a large vocabulary of slang, but the vocabulary of the 
vulgar is likely to be larger than that of the cultured, and it is harder worked. Its content may be divided into two categories: (a) old 
words, whether used singly or in combination, that have been put to new uses, usually metaphorical, and (b) new words that have not 
yet been admitted to the standard vocabulary. Examples of the first type are rubberneck, for a gaping and prying person, and iceberg, 



for a cold woman; examples of the second are hoosegow, flim-flam, blurb, bazoo and blah. There is a constant movement of slang into 
accepted usage. Nice, as an adjective of all work, signifying anything satisfactory, was once used in slang only, but today no one would 
ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ άŀ ƴƛŎŜ ŘŀȅΣέ άŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ƻǊ άŀ ƴƛŎŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΦέΧ¢ƘŜ ǾŜǊō-phrase to hold up is now perfectly good American, but so recently as 
1901 the late Brander Matthews was sneering at it as slang. In the same way many other verb-phrases, e.g., to cave in, fill the bill and 
to fly off the handle, once viewed askance, have gradually worked their way to a relatively high level of the standard speech. On some 
indeterminate tomorrow to stick up and to take for a ride may follow them. 

Wright, Richard. Black Boy. New York: Harper Perennial, 1998. (1945)  

From Part One: Southern Night 

That night in my rented room, while letting the hot water run over my can of pork and beans in the sink, I opened A Book of Prefaces 
and began to read. I was jarred and shocked by the style, the clear, clean, sweeping sentences. Why did he write like that? And how 
did one write like that? I pictured the man as a raging demon, slashing with his pen, consumed with hate, denouncing everything 
American, extolling everything European or German, laughing at the weakness of people, mocking God, authority. What was this? I 
ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ ƭŀȅ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΧ¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ was fighting, fighting with words. He was 
using words as a weapon, using them as one would use a club. Could words be weapons? Well, yes, for here they were. Then maybe, 
perhaps, I could use them as a weapon? No. It frightened me. I read on and what amazed me was not what he said, but how on earth 
anybody had the courage to say it. 
Occasionally I glance up to reassure myself that I was alone in the room. Who were these men about whom Mencken was talking so 
passionately? Who was Anatole France? Joseph Conrad? Sinclair Lewis, Sherwood Anderson, Dostoevski, George Moore, Gustave 
Flaubert, Maupassant, Tolstoy, Frank Harris, Mark Twain, Thomas Hardy, Arnold Bennett, Stephen Crane, Zola, Norris, Gorky, Bergson, 
Ibsen, Balzac, Bernard Shaw, Dumas, Poe, Thomas Mann, O. Henry, Dreiser, H.G. Wells, Gogol, T.S. Eliot, Gide, Baudelaire, Edgar Lee 
masters, Stendhal, Turgenev, Huneker, Nietzsche, and scores of others? Were these men real? Did they exist or had they existed? And 
how did one pronounce their names? 

Orwell, George. ñPolitics and the English Language.ò All Art Is Propaganda: Critical Essays. New York: 

Mariner, 2009. (1946) 

Hofstadter, Richard. ñAbraham Lincoln and the Self-Made Myth.ò The American Political Tradition and the 

Men Who Made It. New York: Vintage, 1974. (1948) 
Lincoln was shaken by the presidency. Back in Springfield, politics had been a sort of exhilarating game; but in the White House, 
politics was power, and power was responsibility. Never before had Lincoln held executive office. In public life he had always been an 
insignificant legislator whose votes were cast in concert with others and whose decisions in themselves had neither finality nor 
importance. As President he might consult with others, but innumerable grave decisions were in the end his own, and with them came 
a burden of responsibility terrifying in its dimensions. 
[ƛƴŎƻƭƴΩǎ ǊŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǘŜǊƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƭŘƭȅ ŀƳōƛǘƛƻƴΣ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŜǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ IƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿas at 
last left alone to reckon with himself. To be confronted with the fruits of his victory only to find that it meant choosing between life 
and death for others was immensely sobering. That Lincoln should have shouldered the moral burden of the war was characteristic of 
the high seriousness into which he had grown since 1854; and it may be true, as Professor Charles W. Ramsdell suggested, that he was 
stricken by an awareness of his own part in whipping up the crisis. This would go far to explain the desperation with which he issued 
pardons and the chaǊƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊŜŘ {ƻǳǘƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΩǎ ŎƭƻǎŜΦ Lƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊŀǊŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǎŜƭŦ-
ǊŜǾŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΥ άbƻǿ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƭ ƛǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ƘǳƳōƭŜ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΦέ ¢ƘŜ 
great prose oŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǎƻǳƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘǳƳōƭŜŘΦ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴΩǎ ǳǘǘŜǊ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƳŀƭƛŎŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ 
years, his humane detachment, his tragic sense of life, have no parallel in political history. 

Tan, Amy. ñMother Tongue.ò The Opposite of Fate: Memories of a Writing Life. New York: G. P. Putnamôs 

Sons, 2003. (1990) 
Just last week, I was walking down the street with my mother, and I again found myself conscious of the English I was using, the 
English I do use with her. We were talking about ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜ ƻŦ ƴŜǿ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜŘ ŦǳǊƴƛǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΥ άbƻǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ 
ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦέ aȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ŀƴȅ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǿƘȅΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŎŀǳse over 
ǘƘŜ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ LΩǾŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǳǎŜǎ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ Lǘ 
has become our language of intimacy, a different sort of English that relates to family talk, the language I grew up with. 
{ƻ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘŀƭƪ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜΣ LΩƭƭ ǉǳƻǘŜ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ 
I videotaped and then transcribed. During this conversation, my mother was talking about a political gangster in Shanghai who had the 
same last name as her famƛƭȅΩǎΣ 5ǳΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƴƎǎǘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊƭȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǊƛŎƘ ōȅ 
ŎƻƳǇŀǊƛǎƻƴΦ [ŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƴƎǎǘŜǊ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭΣ ŦŀǊ ǊƛŎƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩs 
wedding to pay his respeŎǘǎΦ IŜǊŜΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘΥ ά5ǳ ¸ǳǎƻƴƎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŦǊǳƛǘ ǎǘŀƴŘΦ [ƛƪŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ƪƛƴŘΦ IŜ ƛǎ 5ǳ 
like Du Zongτbut not Tsung-ming Island people. The local people call putong, the river east side, he belong to that side local people. 
That mŀƴ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ 5ǳ ½ƻƴƎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƻǿƴ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ 5ǳ ½ƻƴƎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ 
seriously, until that man big like become a mafia. Now important person, very hard to inviting him. Chinese way, came only to show 
resǇŜŎǘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ wŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ōƛƎ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǳǇΦ aŜŀƴ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΦ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳΦ /Ƙƛnese 
ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ LŦ ǘƻƻ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΦ IŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜΣ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘΦ L ƎƻƴŜ ǘo ōƻȅΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ 
ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ¸a/! ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜ ŀƎŜ L ǿŀǎ ƴƛƴŜǘŜŜƴΦέ 

Anaya, Rudolfo. ñTake the Tortillas Out of Your Poetry.ò The Anaya Reader. New York: Warner Books, 1995. 

(1995) 
Lƴ ŀ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ƭŜŎǘǳǊŜΣ άLǎ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ {ŀŎǊŜŘΚέΣ {ŀƭƳŀƴ wǳǎƘŘƛŜΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎŜƴǎored authors of our time, talked about the importance 
of books. He grew up in a household in India where books were as sacred as bread. If anyone in the household dropped a piece of 
bread or a book, the person not only picked it up, but also kissed the object by way of apologizing for clumsy disrespect. 



He goes on to say that he had kissed many books before he had kissed a girl. Bread and books were for his household, and for many 
like his, food for the body and the soul. This image of the kissing of the book one had accidentally dropped made an impression on me. 
It speaks to the love and respect many people have for them. 
I grew up in a small town in New Mexico, and we had very few books in our household. The first one I remember reading was my 
catechism book. Before I went to school to learn English, my mother taught me catechism in Spanish. I remember the questions and 
answers I had to learn, and I remember the well-thumbed, frayed volume which was sacred to me. 
Growing up with few books in the house created in me a desire and a need for them. When I started school, I remember visiting the 
one room library of our town and standing in front of the dusty shelves. In reality there were only a few shelves and not over a 
thousand books, but I wanted to read them all. There was food for my soul in the books that much I realized. 
FURTHER PERMISSION IS REQUIRED FOR REPRODUCTION FOR CLASSROOM USE. From THE ANAYA READER. Copyright © 1995 by 
Rudolfo Anaya. Published by Warner Books, New York. Originally published in CENSORED BOOKS: CRITICAL VIEWPOINTS, Eds. 
Karolides, Burres, Kean, Scarecrow Press, May 1993, Metuchen, NJ. By permission of Susan Bergholz Literary Services, New York, NY 
Lamy, NM. All rights reserved. 

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts: English Language Arts  
¶ Students delineate and evaluate the argument that Thomas Paine makes in Common Sense. They assess the reasoning 

present in his analysis, including the premises and purposes of his essay. [RI.11ς12.8] 

¶ Students analyze ¢ƘƻƳŀǎ WŜŦŦŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ 5Ŝclaration of Independence, identifying its purpose and evaluating rhetorical features 
such as the listing of grievances. Students compare and contrast the themes and argument found there to those of other 
U.S. documents of historical and literary significance, such as the Olive Branch Petition. [RI.11ς12.9] 

¶ Students provide an objective summary ƻŦ IŜƴǊȅ 5ŀǾƛŘ ¢ƘƻǊŜŀǳΩǎ Walden wherein they analyze how he articulates the 
central ideas of living simply and being self-reliant and how those ideas interact and build on one another όŜΦƎΦΣ ά!ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ 
ǘƻ ¢ƘƻǊŜŀǳΣ Ƙƻǿ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŘƻŜǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜȄƛǘȅ ƛƴ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǳƴŘŜǊƳƛƴŜ ǎŜƭŦ-ǊŜƭƛŀƴŎŜΚέύ ώwLΦммς12.2] 

¶ Students analyze how the key term success is interpreted, used, and refined over the course of G. K. ChestŜǊǘƻƴΩǎ Ŝǎǎŀȅ ά¢ƘŜ 
CŀƭƭŀŎȅ ƻŦ {ǳŎŎŜǎǎΦέ ώwLΦммς12.4] 

¶ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ IƻŦǎǘŀŘǘŜǊΩǎ purpose and point of view ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ά!ōǊŀƘŀƳ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ŜƭŦ-aŀŘŜ aȅǘƘΣέ 
analyzing Ƙƻǿ ōƻǘƘ IƻŦǎǘŀŘǘŜǊΩǎ style and content contribute to the eloquent and powerful contrast he draws between the 
younger, ambitious Lincoln and the sober, more reflective man of the presidential years. [RI.11ς12.6] 

Informational Texts: History/Social Studies 

Tocqueville, Alexis de. Democracy in America. Translated by Henry Reeve. (1835) 

From Chapter 2: ñThe Origins of the Anglo-Americansò 

The remarks I have made will suffice to display the character of Anglo-American civilization in its true light. It is the result (and this 
should be constantly present to the mind of two distinct elements), which in other places have been in frequent hostility, but which in 
America have been admirably incorporated and combined with one another. I allude to the spirit of Religion and the spirit of Liberty. 
The settlers of New England were at the same time ardent sectarians and daring innovators. Narrow as the limits of some of their 
religious opinions were, they were entirely free from political prejudices. Hence arose two tendencies, distinct but not opposite, which 
are constantly discernible in the manners as well as in the laws of the country. 
It might be imagined that men who sacrificed their friends, their family, and their native land to a religious conviction were absorbed in 
the pursuit of the intellectual advantages which they purchased at so dear a rate. The energy, however, with which they strove for the 
acquirement of wealth, moral enjoyment, and the comforts as well as liberties of the world, is scarcely inferior to that with which they 
devoted themselves to Heaven. 
Political principles and all human laws and institutions were molded and altered at their pleasure; the barriers of the society in which 
they were born were broken down before them; the old principles which had governed the world for ages were no more; a path 
without a turn and a field without an horizon were opened to the exploring and ardent curiosity of man: but at the limits of the 
political world he checks his researches, he discreetly lays aside the use of his most formidable faculties, he no longer consents to 
doubt or to innovate, but carefully abstaining from raising the curtain of the sanctuary, he yields with submissive respect to truths 
which he will not discuss. Thus, in the moral world everything is classed, adapted, decided, and foreseen; in the political world 
everything is agitated, uncertain, and disputed: in the one is a passive, though a voluntary, obedience; in the other an independence 
scornful of experience and jealous of authority. 
These two tendencies, apparently so discrepant, are far from conflicting; they advance together, and mutually support each other. 
Religion perceives that civil liberty affords a noble exercise to the faculties of man, and that the political world is a field prepared by 
the Creator for the efforts of the intelligence. Contented with the freedom and the power which it enjoys in its own sphere, and with 
the place which it occupies, the empire of religion is never more surely established than when it reigns in the hearts of men 
unsupported by aught beside its native strength. Religion is no less the companion of liberty in all its battles and its triumphs; the 
cradle of its infancy, and the divine source of its claims. The safeguard of morality is religion, and morality is the best security of law 
and the surest pledge of freedom. 

Declaration of Sentiments by the Seneca Falls Conference. An American Primer. Edited by Daniel J. Boorstin. 

Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1966. (1848) 
When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one portion of the family of man to assume among the people of the 
ŜŀǊǘƘ ŀ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛǘƘŜǊǘƻ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿǎ ƻŦ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƻŦ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ Dod entitle 
them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes that impel them to such a course. 
We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men and women are created equal; that they are endowed by their Creator with 
certain inalienable rights; that among these are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness; that to secure these rights governments are 
instituted, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed. Whenever any form of government becomes destructive of 



these ends, it is the right of those who suffer from it to refuse allegiance to it, and to insist upon the institution of a new government, 
laying its foundation on such principles, and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to affect their safety 
and happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes; 
and accordingly all experience hath shown that mankind are more disposed to suffer while evils are sufferable, than to right 
themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing 
invariably the same object, evinces a design to reduce them under absolute despotism, it is their duty to throw off such government, 
and to provide new guards for their future security. Such has been the patient sufferance of the women under this government, and 
such is now the necessity which constrains them to demand the equal station to which they are entitled. The history of mankind is a 
history of repeated injuries and usurpations on the part of man toward woman, having in direct object the establishment of an 
absolute tyranny over her. To prove this, let facts be submitted to a candid world. 
The history of mankind is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations on the part of man toward woman, having in direct object the 
establishment of an absolute tyranny over her. To prove this, let facts be submitted to a candid world. 
He has never permitted her to exercise her inalienable right to the elective franchise. 
He has compelled her to submit to laws, in the formation of which she had no voice. 
He has withheld from her rights which are given to the most ignorant and degraded menτboth natives and foreigners. 
Having deprived her of this first right of a citizen, the elective franchise, thereby leaving her without representation in the halls of 
legislation, he has oppressed her on all sides. 
He has made her, if married, in the eye of the law, civilly dead. 
He has taken from her all right in property, even to the wages she earns. 
He has made her, morally, an irresponsible being, as she can commit many crimes with impunity, provided they be done in the 
presence of her husband. In the covenant of marriage, she is compelled to promise obedience to her husband, he becoming, to all 
intents and purposes, her masterτthe law giving him power to deprive her of her liberty, and to administer chastisement. 
He has so framed the laws of divorce, as to what shall be the proper causes, and in case of separation, to whom the guardianship of 
the children shall be given, as to be wholly regardless of the happiness of womenτthe law, in all cases, going upon a false supposition 
of the supremacy of man, and giving all power into his hands. 
After depriving her of all rights as a married woman, if single, and the owner of property, he has taxed her to support a government 
which recognizes her only when her property can be made profitable to it. 
He has monopolized nearly all the profitable employments, and from those she is permitted to follow, she receives but a scanty 
remuneration. He closes against her all the avenues to wealth and distinction which he considers most honorable to himself. As a 
teacher of theology, medicine, or law, she is not known. 
He has denied her the facilities for obtaining a thorough education, all colleges being closed against her. 
He allows her in church, as well as state, but a subordinate position, claiming apostolic authority for her exclusion from the ministry, 
and, with some exceptions, from any public participation in the affairs of the church. 
He has created a false public sentiment by giving to the world a different code of morals for men and women, by which moral 
delinquencies which exclude women from society are not only tolerated, but deemed of little account in man. 
He has usurped the prerogative of Jehovah himself, claiming it as his right to assign for her a sphere of action, when that belongs to 
her conscience and to her God. 
He has endeavored, in every way that he could, to destroy her confidence in her own powers, to lessen her self-respect, and to make 
her willing to lead a dependent and abject life. 
Now, in view of this entire disfranchisement of one-half the people of this country, their social and religious degradationτin view of 
the unjust laws above mentioned, and because women do feel themselves aggrieved, oppressed, and fraudulently deprived of their 
most sacred rights, we insist that they have immediate admission to all the rights and privileges which belong to them as citizens of 
the United States. 

Douglass, Frederick. ñWhat to the Slave Is the Fourth of July?: An Address Delivered in Rochester, New 

York, on 5 July 1852.ò The Oxford Frederick Douglass Reader. Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1996. (1852) 

Fellow Citizens,  

I am not wanting in respect for the fathers of this republic. The signers of the Declaration of Independence were brave men. They were 
great men, too great enough to give frame to a great age. It does not often happen to a nation to raise, at one time, such a number of 
truly great men. The point from which I am compelled to view them is not, certainly, the most favorable; and yet I cannot contemplate 
their great deeds with less than admiration. They were statesmen, patriots and heroes, and for the good they did, and the principles 
they contended for, I will unite with you to honor their memory.... 
 ...Fellow-citizens, pardon me, allow me to ask, why am I called upon to speak here to-day? What have I, or those I represent, to do 
with your national independence? Are the great principles of political freedom and of natural justice, embodied in that Declaration of 
Independence, extended to us? And am I, therefore, called upon to bring our humble offering to the national altar, and to confess the 
benefits and express devout gratitude for the blessings resulting from your independence to us? 
Would to God, both for your sakes and ours, that an affirmative answer could be truthfully returned to these questions! Then would 
Ƴȅ ǘŀǎƪ ōŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ōǳǊŘŜƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘŦǳƭΦ CƻǊ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ ŎƻƭŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘy could not warm him? Who so 
obdurate and dead to the claims of gratitude, that would not thankfully acknowledge such priceless benefits? Who so stolid and 
ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƎƛǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭŜƭǳƧŀƘǎ ƻŦ ŀ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ƧǳōƛƭŜŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛns of servitude had been torn from his 
ƭƛƳōǎΚ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƴΦ Lƴ ŀ ŎŀǎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƳō ƳƛƎƘǘ ŜƭƻǉǳŜƴǘƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ άƭŀƳŜ Ƴŀƴ ƭŜŀǇ ŀǎ ŀƴ ƘŀǊǘΦέ 
But such is not the state of the case. I say it with a sad sense of the disparity between us. I am not included within the pale of glorious 
anniversary! Your high independence only reveals the immeasurable distance between us. The blessings in which you, this day, rejoice, 
are not enjoyed in common. The rich inheritance of justice, liberty, prosperity and independence, bequeathed by your fathers, is 
shared by you, not by me. The sunlight that brought light and healing to you, has brought stripes and death to me. This Fourth July is 
yours, not mine. You may rejoice, I must mourn. To drag a man in fetters into the grand illuminated temple of liberty, and call upon 



him to join you in joyous anthems, were inhuman mockery and sacrilegious irony. Do you mean, citizens, to mock me, by asking me to 
speak to-day? If so, there is a parallel to your conduct. And let me warn you that it is dangerous to copy the example of a nation whose 
crimes, towering up to heaven, were thrown down by the breath of the Almighty, burying that nation in irrevocable ruin! I can to-day 
take up the plaintive lament of a peeled and woe-smitten people!   
ά.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊǎ ƻŦ .ŀōȅƭƻƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǎŀǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ ¸ŜŀΗ ²Ŝ ǿŜǇǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ½ƛƻƴΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƻǳǊ ƘŀǊǇǎ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭƭƻǿǎ ƛƴ ǘhe 
midst thereof. For there, they that carried us away captive, required of us a song; and they who wasted us required of us mirth, saying, 
{ƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎǎ ƻŦ ½ƛƻƴΦ Iƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘΩǎ ǎƻƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƭŀƴŘΚ LŦ L ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŜŜΣ h WŜǊǳǎŀƭŜƳΣ ƭŜǘ Ƴȅ Ǌƛght hand 
ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ŎǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ LŦ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜŜΣ ƭŜǘ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŎƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΦέ   
Fellow-citizens, above your national, tumultuous joy, I hear the mournful wail of millions! whose chains, heavy and grievous yesterday, 
are, to-day, rendered more intolerable by the jubilee shouts that reach them. If I do forget, if I do not faithfully remember those 
ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻŦ ǎƻǊǊƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΣ άƳŀȅ Ƴȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ŎǳƴƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀȅ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŎƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘΗέ ¢ƻ 
forget them, to pass lightly over their wrongs, and to chime in with the popular theme, would be treason most scandalous and 
shocking, and would make me a reproach before God and the world. My subject, then, fellow-citizens, is American slavery. I shall see 
ǘƘƛǎ Řŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊƛǎǘƛŎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǾŜΩǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ǾƛŜǿΦ {ǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜrican bondman, making 
his wrongs mine, I do not hesitate to declare, with all my soul, that the character and conduct of this nation never looked blacker to 
me than on this 4th of July! Whether we turn to the declarations of the past, or to the professions of the present, the conduct of the 
nation seems equally hideous and revolting. America is false to the past, false to the present, and solemnly binds herself to be false to 
the future. Standing with God and the crushed and bleeding slave on this occasion, I will, in the name of humanity which is outraged, 
in the name of liberty which is fettered, in the name of the constitution and the Bible which are disregarded and trampled upon, dare 
to call in question and to denounce, with all the emphasis I can command, everything that serves to perpetuate slavery the great sin 
ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀƳŜ ƻŦ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΗ άL ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŜǉǳƛǾƻŎŀǘŜΤ L ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŎǳǎŜέΤ L ǿƛƭƭ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŜǎǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ L Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΤ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ƴƻǘ one word 
shall escape me that any man, whose judgment is not blinded by prejudice, or who is not at heart a slaveholder, shall not confess to be 
right and just. 
.ǳǘ L ŦŀƴŎȅ L ƘŜŀǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ǎŀȅΣ άLǘ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀōƻƭƛǘƛƻƴƛǎǘǎ Ŧŀƛƭ to make a 
favorable impression on the public mind. Would you argue more, an denounce less; would you persuade more, and rebuke less; your 
ŎŀǳǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ ǎǳŎŎŜŜŘΦέ .ǳǘΣ L ǎǳōƳƛǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƛǎ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǊƎǳŜŘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ ǘhe anti-
slavery creed would you have me argue? On what branch of the subject do the people of this country need light? Must I undertake to 
prove that the slave is a man? That point is conceded already. Nobody doubts it. The slaveholders themselves acknowledge it in the 
enactment of laws for their government. They acknowledge it when they punish disobedience on the part of the slave. There are 
seventy-two crimes in the State of Virginia which, if committed by a black man (no matter how ignorant he be), subject him to the 
punishment of death; while only two of the same crimes will subject a white man to the like punishment. What is this but the 
acknowledgment that the slave is a moral, intellectual, and responsible being? The manhood of the slave is conceded. It is admitted in 
the fact that Southern statute books are covered with enactments forbidding, under severe fines and penalties, the teaching of the 
slave to read or to write. When you can point to any such laws in reference to the beasts of the field, then I may consent to argue the 
manhood of the slave. When the dogs in your streets, when the fowls of the air, when the cattle on your hills, when the fish of the sea, 
and the reptiles that crawl, shall be unable to distinguish the slave from a brute, then will I argue with you that the slave is a man!   
For the present, it is enough to affirm the equal manhood of the Negro race. Is it not astonishing that, while we are ploughing, 
planting, and reaping, using all kinds of mechanical tools, erecting houses, constructing bridges, building ships, working in metals of 
brass, iron, copper, silver and gold; that, while we are reading, writing and ciphering, acting as clerks, merchants and secretaries, 
having among us lawyers, doctors, ministers, poets, authors, editors, orators and teachers; that, while we are engaged in all manner of 
enterprises common to other men, digging gold in California, capturing the whale in the Pacific, feeding sheep and cattle on the hill-
side, living, moving, acting, thinking, planning, living in families as husbands, wives and children, and, above all, confessing and 
ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ DƻŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŦƻǊ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƳƳƻǊǘŀƭƛǘȅ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ that we 
are men!   
Would you have me argue that man is entitled to liberty? That he is the rightful owner of his own body? You have already declared it. 
Must I argue the wrongfulness of slavery? Is that a question for Republicans? Is it to be settled by the rules of logic and argumentation, 
as a matter beset with great difficulty, involving a doubtful application of the principle of justice, hard to be understood? How should I 
look to-day, in the presence of Americans, dividing, and subdividing a discourse, to show that men have a natural right to freedom? 
Speaking of it relatively and positively, negatively and affirmatively. To do so, would be to make myself ridiculous, and to offer an 
insult to your understanding. There is not a man beneath the canopy of heaven that does not know that slavery is wrong for him. 
What, am I to argue that it is wrong to make men brutes, to rob them of their liberty, to work them without wages, to keep them 
ignorant of their relations to their fellow men, to beat them with sticks, to flay their flesh with the lash, to load their limbs with irons, 
to hunt them with dogs, to sell them at auction, to sunder their families, to knock out their teeth, to burn their flesh, to starve them 
into obedience and submission to their masters? Must I argue that a system thus marked with blood, and stained with pollution, is 
wrong? No! I will not. I have better employment for my time and strength than such arguments would imply.  
What, then, remains to be argued? Is it that slavery is not divine; that God did not establish it; that our doctors of divinity are 
mistaken? There is blasphemy in the thought. That which is inhuman, cannot be divine! Who can reason on such a proposition? They 
that can, may; I cannot. The time for such argument is passed.   
At a time like this, scorching irony, not convincing argument, is needeŘΦ hΗ IŀŘ L ǘƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ŜŀǊΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘΣ 
today, pour out a fiery stream of biting ridicule, blasting reproach, withering sarcasm, and stern rebuke. For it is not light that is 
needed, but fire; it is not the gentle shower, but thunder. We need the storm, the whirlwind, and the earthquake. The feeling of the 
nation must be quickened; the conscience of the nation must be roused; the propriety of the nation must be startled; the hypocrisy of 
the nation must be exposed; and its crimes against God and man must be proclaimed and denounced.   
What, to the American slave, is your 4th of July? I answer; a day that reveals to him, more than all other days in the year, the gross 
injustice and cruelty to which he is the constant victim. To him, your celebration is a sham; your boasted liberty, an unholy license; 
your national greatness, swelling vanity; your sounds of rejoicing are empty and heartless; your denunciation of tyrants, brass fronted 



impudence; your shouts of liberty and equality, hollow mockery; your prayers and hymns, your sermons and thanksgivings, with all 
your religious parade and solemnity, are, to Him, mere bombast, fraud, deception, impiety, and hypocrisy τ a thin veil to cover up 
crimes which would disgrace a nation of savages. There is not a nation on the earth guilty of practices more shocking and bloody than 
are the people of the United States, at this very hour.   
Go where you may, search where you will, roam through all the monarchies and despotisms of the Old World, travel through South 
America, search out every abuse, and when you have found the last, lay your facts by the side of the everyday practices of this nation, 
and you will say with me, that, for revolting barbarity and shameless hypocrisy, America reigns without a rival. 

An American Primer. Edited by Daniel J. Boorstin. Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1966. (1966) 
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From Chapter 2: ñThe Best Government on Godôs Footstoolò 

hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀ /ƛǾƛƭ ²ŀǊ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŀƴ ƛǎΣ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǘƘ ŦƛƎƘǘΚέ {ƻǳǘƘŜǊn motives seem easier to understand. 
Confederates fought for independence, for their own property and way of life, for their very survival as a nation. But what did the 
Yankees fight for? Why did they persist through four years of the bloodiest conflict in American history, costing 360,000 northern 
livesτnot to mention 260,000 southern lives and untold destruction of resources? Puzzling over this question in 1863, Confederate 
²ŀǊ 5ŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ŎƭŜǊƪ WƻƘƴ WƻƴŜǎ ǿǊƻǘŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛŀǊȅΥ άhǳǊ ƳŜƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ǇǊŜǾŀƛƭ ƛƴ ŎƻƳōŀt, or lose their property, country, freedom, 
ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΧΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜƳȅΣ ƛƴ ȅƛŜƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŜǎǘΣ Ƴŀȅ ǊŜǘƛǊŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ they 
ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊ ōŜƎŀƴΦέ 
If that was true, why did the Yankees keep fightinƎΚ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƛƴ !ōǊŀƘŀƳ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴΩǎ ƴƻǘŀōƭŜ ǎǇŜŜŎƘŜǎΥ ǘƘŜ 
Gettysburg Address, his first and second inaugural addresses, the peroration of his message to Congress on December 1, 1862. But we 
can find even more of the answer in the wartime letters and diaries of the men who did the fighting. Confederates who said that they 
fought for the same goals as their forebears of 1776 would have been surprised by the intense conviction of the northern soldiers that 
they were upholding the legacy of the American Revolution. 

The American Reader: Words that Moved a Nation, 2nd Edition. Edited by Diane Ravitch. New York: 
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From Chapter 2: ñNew Rules for a New Worldò 

[ŜǘΩǎ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ ǘƛƴȅ ǇǳȊȊƭŜǎ ǇƻǎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ !ǊǘƛŎƭŜ L ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ άwŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘ ¢ŀȄŜǎ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ŀǇǇƻǊǘƛƻƴŜŘ among 
ǘƘŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ {ǘŀǘŜǎΧōȅ ŀŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ bǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ŦǊŜŜ tŜǊǎƻƴǎΧǘƘǊŜŜ ŦƛŦǘƘǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ƻǘƘŜǊ tŜǊǎƻƴǎΦέ CƛǊǎǘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ 
ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇƻǊǘƛƻƴƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǊƳǳƭŀ άŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜǎΣέ ƛǘ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŎƛŦȅ the formula within each state. 
A second small puzzle: why did Article I peg the number of representatives to the underlying number of persons, instead of the 
underlying number of eligible voters, a là New York? 
¢ƘŜǎŜ ǘǿƻ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΣ ŎŜƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎƭȅ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ǿƻǊŘǎ άŀƳƻƴƎέ ŀƴŘ άtŜǊǎƻƴǎέ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǎǇƛǊŀƭ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ Ǿƛcious 
ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇƻǊǘƛƻƴƳŜƴǘ ŎƭŀǳǎŜΥ άŀŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŦƛŦǘƘǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴǎΦέ hǘƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŦǊŜŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴǎ ς 
ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΣ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦ ¢ƘǳǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǎ ŀ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǎǘŀǘŜΩǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ōǊŜŘ ƻǊ ōƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜŀǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƭŀƛƳ ƛƴ /ongress, for 
every decade in perpetuity. 
The Philadelphia draftsmen camouflaged this ugly point as best they could, euphemistically avoiding the S-word and simultaneously 
introducing the T-word ς taxes ς into the equation (Representatives and direct Taxes shall be apportioned). 
The full import of the camouflaged clause eluded many readers in the late 1780s. In the wake of two decades of debate about taxation 
and burdens under the empire and confederation, many Founding-era Americans confronting the clause focused on taxation rather 
than on representation. Some Northern critics grumbled that three-fifths should have been five-fifths so as to oblige the South to pay 
more taxes, without noticing that five-fifths would have also enabled the South to gain more House seats. 

McCullough, David. 1776. New York: Simon & Schuster, 2005. (2005)  

From Chapter 3: ñDorchester Heightsò 

On January 14, two weeks into the new year, George Washington wrote one of the most forlorn, despairing letters of his life. He had 
been suffering sleepless nights in the big house by the CharlŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǳǇƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊƳȅ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜǎ Ƴŀƴȅ 
ŀƴ ǳƴŜŀǎȅ ƘƻǳǊ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜ ŀǊŜ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŀōǎŜƴǘ WƻǎŜǇƘ wŜŜŘΦ άCŜǿ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜŘƛŎŀƳŜƴǘ ǿŜ 
ŀǊŜ ƛƴΦέ 
Filling page after page, he enumerated the same troubles and woes he had been reporting persistently to Congress for so long, and 
that he would report still again to John Hancock that same day. There was too little powder, still no money. (Money was useful in the 
common affairs of life but in war it was essential, Washington would remind the wealthy Hancock.) So many of the troops who had 
given up and gone home had, against orders, carried off muskets that were not their own that the supply of arms was depleted to the 
point where there were not enough foǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǊŜŎǊǳƛǘǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ млл Ǝǳƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊŜǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪŜƴ 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛȊŜ ǎƘƛǇ ώǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜŘ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ǎƘƛǇ bŀƴŎȅϐΣέ ƘŜ ǿǊƻǘŜ ǘƻ wŜŜŘΦ hƴ ǇŀǇŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳȅ ƴǳƳōŜǊŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ уΣллл ŀƴŘ м0,000. 
In reality only half that number where fit for duty. 
It was because he had been unable to attack Boston that things had come to such a pass, he was convinced, The changing of one army 
ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘǎǘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜƳȅ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ άƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦέ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ 
άōƭƛƴŘέ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎΦ 
He was downcast and feeling quite sorry for himself. Had he known what he was getting into, he told Reed, he would never have 
accepted the command. 
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From Chapter 7: ñTheatrical Realitiesò 

The idea that artists are transforming the cultures around them and imagining the previously unimaginable ς Michelangelo painting 
the Sistine Chapel, for instanceτmakes for a more exciting story. But if we insist on looking for innovation, we may go against the 
historical grain. Art cultures always move, but not always in leaps. Westerners are used to thinking that small-scale societies 
(Aboriginal Australia, for instance) have changed their terms of reference relatively slowly, but the same might be said of the largest of 
all regional civilizations. Through the 16th centuryτas through most of the last two millenniaτǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ǿŜŀƭǘƘƛŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ 
ǇƻǇǳƭƻǳǎ ǎǘŀǘŜ ǿŀǎ /ƘƛƴŀΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǊǳƭŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ aƛƴƎ ŘȅƴŀǎǘȅΦ CŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ .ŜƛƧƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇƛǊŜΩǎ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭΣ ŀ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ŜƭƛǘŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƴǾŜǊƎŜd for 
three centuries around the lakeside city of Souzhou. In this agreeably sophisticated environment, Weng Zhingming was one of 
hundreds devoting himself to painting scrolls with landscape or plant studies accompanied by poetic inscriptions. It was a high-minded 
pursuit, in so far as literati like Wen would not (in principle at least) take money for their work.  
²ŜƴΩǎ {ŜǾŜƴ WǳƴƛǇŜǊǎ ƻŦ мрон ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ƻǳǘ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻƴƎ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ǿƻǊƪǎ ƻƴ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǿƘƛǇ-crack dynamism, a wild, irregular 
rhythm bounding over the length of three and a half metres (twelve feet) of paper. It seems to do things with pictorial space that 
Western painters would not attempt until the 20th century. But its forceτunlike that of contemporary works by Michelangeloτis by 
no means a matter of radicalism. Wen, painting the scroll in his sixties, was returning to an image painted by his revered predecessor 
in Suzhou, Shen Zhou, and looking back beyond Shen to the style of Zhao Mengfu, who had painted around 1300. His accompanying 
ǇƻŜƳΣ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ Ψƛƴ ŀŘƳƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀƴǘƛǉǳƛǘȅΩΣ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƴƛǇŜǊǎ ŀǎ ƳƻǊŀƭƭȅ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎƛƴƎ ŜƳōƭŜƳǎ ƻŦ ǊŜǎƛƭƛŜƴŎŜ ŀǎ ΨƳŀƎƛŎ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜǎ ƻŦ 
Řŀȅǎ ƎƻƴŜ ōȅΩΦ Ψ²Ƙƻ ƪƴƻǿǎΩΣ ƘŜ ŀŘŘǎ ǿƛǎǘŦǳƭƭȅΣ ΨǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜŀŦǘŜǊΚΩ Lƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǳƳ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƴƻǎǘŀlgia: in 
the hands of a distinguished exponent in a privileged location in a politically unruffled era, backwards-looking might have a creative 
force of its own.  

Informational Texts: Science, Mathematics, and Technical Subjects 

Paulos, John Allen. Innumeracy: Mathematical Illiteracy and Its Consequences. New York: Vintage, 1988. 

(1988)  

From Chapter 1: ñExamples and Principlesò 

Archimedes and Practically Infinite Numbers 
There is a fundamental property of numbers named after the Greek mathematician Archimedes which states that any number, no 
matter how huge, can be exceeded by adding together sufficiently many of any smaller number, no matter how tiny. Though obvious 
in principle, the consequences are sometimes resisted, as they were by the student of mine who maintained that human hair just 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎǊƻǿ ƛƴ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǇŜǊ ƘƻǳǊΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ, the nanoseconds used up in a simple computer operation do add up to lengthy 
bottlenecks on intractable problems, many of which would require millennia to solve in general. It takes some getting accustomed to 
the fact that the minuscule times and distances of microphysics as well as the vastness of astronomical phenomena share the 
dimensions of our human world. 
LǘΩǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŀōƻǾŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅ ƻŦ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ƭŜŘ ǘƻ !ǊŎƘƛƳŜŘŜǎΩ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ŀ ŦǳƭŎǊǳƳΣ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƭŜǾŜr, 
and a place to stand, he alone could physically lift the earth. An awareness of the additivity of small quantities is lacking in 
ƛƴƴǳƳŜǊŀǘŜǎΣ ǿƘƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀŜǊƻǎƻƭ Ŏŀƴǎ ƻŦ ƘŀƛǊǎǇǊŀȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉƭŀȅ ŀƴȅ ǊƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇƭŜǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘe ozone 
layer of the atmosphere, or that their individual automobile contributes anything to the problem of acid rain. 

Gladwell, Malcolm. The Tipping Point: How Little Things Can Make a Big Difference. New York: Back Bay 

Books, 2002. (2002)  

From ñThe Three Rules of Epidemicsò 

The three rules of the Tipping Pointτthe Law of the few, the Stickiness Factor, the Power of Contextτoffer a way of making sense of 
epidemics. They provide us with direction for how to go about reaching a Tipping Point. The balance of this book will take these ideas 
and apply them to other puzzling situations and epidemics from the world around us. How do these three rules help us understand 
teenage smoking, for example, or the phenomenon of word of mouth, or crime, or the rise of a bestseller? The answers may surprise 
you. 

Tyson, Neil deGrasse. ñGravity in Reverse: The Tale of Albert Einsteinôs óGreatest Blunder.ôò Natural History. 

112.10 (Dec 2003). (2003) 

{ǳƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǳƴŜ ƻŦ ά¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜǎ ¢ƘŜȅ !ǊŜ !-/ƘŀƴƎƛƴΩέΥ 
CƻƳŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ΨǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƳŀǘƘ ǇƘƻōŜǎΣ 
Wherever you roam 
And admit that the cosmos 
Around you has grown 
And accept it that soon 
¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴΩ 
Until Einstein to you Becomes clearer. 
{ƻ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴΩ 
hǊ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŘǊƛŦǘ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƴŜ 
For the cosƳƻǎ ƛǎ ǿŜƛǊŘΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴΩ ǿŜƛǊŘŜǊΦ 
τThe Editors (with apologies to Bob Dylan) 
Cosmology has always been weird. Worlds resting on the backs of turtles, matter and energy coming into existence out of much less 
ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƛǊΦ !ƴŘ ƴƻǿΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ Ŧŀmiliar, if hot really comfortable, with the idea of a big bang, along comes something 
new to worry about. A mysterious and universal pressure pervades all of space and acts against the cosmic gravity that has tried to 



drag the universe back together ever sƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ōŀƴƎΦ hƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣ άƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅέ Ƙŀǎ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŀƴǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǘƻ 
accelerate exponentially, and cosmic gravity is losing the tug-of-war.  
For these and similarly mind-warping ideas in twentieth-century physics, just blame Albert Einstein.  
9ƛƴǎǘŜƛƴ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜǘ Ŧƻƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀōƻǊŀǘƻǊȅΤ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜǎǘ ǇƘŜƴƻƳŜƴŀ ƻǊ ǳǎŜ ŜƭŀōƻǊŀǘŜ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƘŜƻǊƛǎǘ ǿƘƻ Ǉerfected 
ǘƘŜ άǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘΣέ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŜƴƎŀƎŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ŀ model and then working 
out the consequences of some physical principle.  
Ifτas was the case for Einsteinτŀ ǇƘȅǎƛŎƛǎǘΩǎ ƳƻŘŜƭ ƛǎ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻŘŜƭ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 
be tantamount to manipulating the universe itself. Observers and experimentalists can then go out and look for the phenomena 
predicted by that model. If the model is flawed, or if the theorists make a mistake in their calculations, the observers will detect a 
ƳƛǎƳŀǘŎƘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻŘŜƭΩǎ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎǳŜ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ōȅ 
adjusting the old model or by creating a new one.  
Media Text  
bh±! ŀƴƛƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀƴ 9ƛƴǎǘŜƛƴ άǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘέΥ http://www.pbs.org/wgbh/nova/einstein/relativity/ 

Calishain, Tara, and Rael Dornfest. Google Hacks: Tips & Tools for Smarter Searching, 2nd Edition. 

Sebastopol, Calif.: OôReilly Media, 2004. (2004)  

From Chapter 1: ñWeb: Hacks 1ï20,ò Google Web Search Basics 
Whenever you search for more than one keyword at a time, a search engine has a default strategy for handling and combining those 
keywords. Can those words appear individually in a page, or do they have to be right next to each other? Will the engine search for 
both keywords or for either keyword? 

Phrase Searches 
Google defaults to searching for occurrences of your specified keywords anywhere on the page, whether side-by-side or scattered 
throughout. To return results of pages containing specifically ordered words, enclose them in quotes, turning your keyword search 
ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘΣ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ DƻƻƎƭŜΩǎ ǘŜǊƳƛƴƻƭƻƎȅΦ 
On entering a search for the keywords: 
 to be or not to be 
Google will find matches where the keywords appear anywhere on the page. If you want Google to find you matches where the 
keywords appear together as a phrase, surround them with quotes, like this: 
 άǘƻ ōŜ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜέ 
Google will return matches only where those words appear together (not to mention explicitly including stop ǿƻǊŘǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ άǘƻέ ŀƴŘ 
άƻǊέ). 
Phrase searches are also useful whŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ ōǳǘ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǿƻǊŘƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛǎƘŜŘ in 
combination with wildcards) 

Basic Boolean 
Whether an engine searches for all keywords or any of them depends on what is called its Boolean default. Search engines can default 
to Boolean AND (searching for all keywords) or Boolean OR (searching for any keywords). Of course, even if a search engine defaults to 
searching for all keywords, you can usually give it a special command to instruct it to search for any keyword. Lacking specific 
instructions, the engine falls back on its default setting. 
DƻƻƎƭŜΩǎ .ƻƻƭŜŀƴ ŘŜŦŀǳƭǘ ƛǎ !b5Σ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŜƴǘŜǊ ǉǳŜǊȅ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳƻŘƛŦƛŜǊǎΣ DƻƻƎƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ȅour query 
words. For example if you search for: 
 snowōƭƻǿŜǊ IƻƴŘŀ άDǊŜŜƴ .ŀȅέ  
Google will search for all the words. If you prefer to specify that any one word or phrase is acceptable, put an OR between each: 
ǎƴƻǿōƭƻǿŜǊ hw IƻƴŘŀ hw άDǊŜŜƴ .ŀȅέ 

Kane, Gordon. ñThe Mysteries of Mass.ò Scientific American Special Edition December 2005. (2005) 
Physicists are hunting for an elusive particle that would reveal the presence of a new kind of field that permeates all of reality. Finding 
that Higgs field will give us a more complete understanding about how the universe works. 
Most people think they know what mass is, but they understand only part of the story. For instance, an elephant is clearly bulkier and 
weighs more than an ant. Even in the absence of gravity, the elephant would have greater massτit would be harder to push and set in 
motion. Obviously the elephant is more massive because it is made of many more atoms than the ant is, but what determines the 
masses of the individual atoms? What about the elementary particles that make up the atomsτwhat determines their masses? 
Indeed, why do they even have mass? 
We see that the problem of mass has two independent aspects. First, we need to learn how mass arises at all. It turns out mass results 
from at least three different mechanisms, which I will describe below. A key ǇƭŀȅŜǊ ƛƴ ǇƘȅǎƛŎƛǎǘǎΩ ǘŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴŀǎǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ 
kind of field that permeates all of reality, called the Higgs field. Elementary particle masses are thought to come about from the 
interaction with the Higgs field. If the Higgs field exists, theory demands that it have an associated particle, the Higgs boson. Using 
particle accelerators, scientists are now hunting for the Higgs. 

Fischetti, Mark. ñWorking Knowledge: Electronic Stability Control.ò Scientific American April 2007. (2007)  

Steer Clear 
Automakers are offering electronic stability control on more and more passenger vehicles to help prevent them from sliding, veering 
off the road, or even rolling over. The technology is a product of an ongoing evolution stemming from antilock brakes. 
When a driver jams the brake pedal too hard, anti-lock hydraulic valves subtract brake pressure at a given wheel so the wheel does not 
lock up. As these systems proliferated in the 1990s, manufacturers tacked on traction-control valves that help a spinning drive wheel 
grip the road. 



For stability control, engineers mounted more hydraulics that can apply pressure to any wheel, even if the driver is not braking. When 
sensors indicate the car is sliding forward instead of turning or is turning too sharply, the actuators momentarily brake certain wheels 
ǘƻ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƧŜŎǘƻǊȅΦ άDƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƻƴƛŎ ǎǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎǘŜǇΣέ ǎŀȅǎ {Ŏƻǘǘ 5ŀƘƭΣ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊ ƻŦ ŎƘŀǎǎƛǎ-control strategy at 
ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜǊ wƻōŜǊǘ .ƻǎŎƘ ƛƴ CŀǊƳƛƴƎǘƻƴ IƛƭƭǎΣ aƛŎƘƛƎŀƴΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘ ǎŜƴǎƻǊǎ that can determine what the driver intends to do and 
ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ƛǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƛƴƎΦέ aƻǎǘ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ-control computer to reduce engine torque to 
dampen wayward movement. 

U.S. General Services Administration. Executive Order 13423: Strengthening Federal Environmental, Energy, 

and Transportation Management.  

http://www.gsa.gov/Portal/gsa/ep/contentView.do?contentType=GSA_BASIC&contentId=22395 2010 (2007)  

Executive Order 13423 

Strengthening Federal Environmental, Energy, and Transportation Management 
The President Strengthening Federal Environmental, Energy, and Transportation Management  
By the authority vested in me as President by the Constitution and the laws of the United States of America, and to strengthen the 
environmental, energy, and transportation management of Federal agencies, it is hereby ordered as follows: 
Section 1. Policy. It is the policy of the United States that Federal agencies conduct their environmental, transportation, and energy-
related activities under the law in support of their respective missions in an environmentally, economically and fiscally sound, 
integrated, continuously improving, efficient, and sustainable manner. 
Sec. 2. Goals for Agencies. In implementing the policy set forth in section 1 of this order, the head of each agency shall: 

a. improve energy efficiency and reduce greenhouse gas emissions of the agency, through reduction of energy intensity by (i) 3 percent 
annually through the end of fiscal year 2015, or (ii) 30 percent by the ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ŦƛǎŎŀƭ ȅŜŀǊ нлмрΣ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜƴŎȅΩǎ 
energy use in fiscal year 2003; 

b. ensure that (i) at least half of the statutorily required renewable energy consumed by the agency in a fiscal year comes from 
new renewable sources, and (ii) to the extent feasible, the agency implements renewable energy generation projects on 
agency property for agency use; 

c. ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ C¸ нллуΣ ǊŜŘǳŎŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŎƻƴǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴ ƛƴǘŜƴǎƛǘȅΣ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜƴŎȅΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŎƻƴǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ 
fiscal year 2007, through life-cycle cost-effective measures by 2 percent annually through the end of fiscal year 2015 or 16 
percent by the end of fiscal year 2015; 

d. require in agency acquisitions of goods and services (i) use of sustainable environmental practices, including acquisition of 
biobased, environmentally preferable, energy-efficient, water-efficient, and recycled-content products, and (ii) use of paper 
of at least 30 percent post-consumer fiber content; 

e. ensure that the agency (i) reduces the quantity of toxic and hazardous chemicals and materials acquired, used, or disposed 
of by the agency, (ii) increases diversion of solid waste as appropriate, and (iii) maintains cost-effective waste prevention 
and recycling programs in its facilities; 

f. ensure that (i) new construction and major renovation of agency buildings comply with the Guiding Principles for Federal 
Leadership in High Performance and Sustainable Buildings set forth in the Federal Leadership in High Performance and 
Sustainable Buildings Memorandum of Understanding (2006), and (ii) 15 percent of the existing Federal capital asset 
building inventory of the agency as of the end of fiscal year 2015 incorporates the sustainable practices in the Guiding 
Principles; 

g. ensure that, if the agency operates a fleet of at least 20 motor vehicles, the agency, relative to agency baselines for fiscal 
ȅŜŀǊ нллрΣ όƛύ ǊŜŘǳŎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜŜǘΩǎ ǘƻǘŀƭ ŎƻƴǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǇŜǘǊƻƭŜǳƳ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘǎ ōȅ н ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘ ŀƴƴǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ŦƛǎŎŀƭ 
year 2015, (ii) increases the total fuel consumption that is non-petroleum-based by 10 percent annually, and (iii) uses plug-
in hybrid (PIH) vehicles when PIH vehicles are commercially available at a cost reasonably comparable, on the basis of life-
cycle cost, to non-PIH vehicles; and  

h. ensure that the agency (i) when acquiring an electronic product to meet its requirements, meets at least 95 percent of 
those requirements with an Electronic Product Environmental Assessment Tool (EPEAT)-registered electronic product, 
unless there is no EPEAT standard for such product,  

i enables the Energy Star feature on agency computers and monitors,  
ii establishes and implements policies to extend the useful life of agency electronic equipment, and (iv) uses 

environmentally sound practices with respect to disposition of agency electronic equipment that has reached 
the end of its useful life. 

Kurzweil, Ray. ñThe Coming Merger of Mind and Machine.ò Scientific American Special Edition January 2008. 

(2008) 
The accelerating pace of technological progress means that our intelligent creations will soon eclipse usτand that their creations will 
eventually eclipse them. 
Sometime early in this century the intelligence of machines will exceed that of humans. Within a quarter of a century, machines will 
exhibit the full range of human intellect, emotions and skills, ranging from musical and other creative aptitudes to physical movement. 
¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘΣ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǾƛǊǘǳŀƭ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘƛŜǎΣ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǎƻΦ .ȅ around 2020 a 
$1,000 computer will at least match the processing power of the human brain. By 2029 the software for intelligence will have been 
largely mastered, and the average personal computer will be equivalent to 1,000 brains. 
Once computers achieve a level of intelligence comparable to that of humans, they will necessarily soar past it. For example, if I learn 
CǊŜƴŎƘΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘƛƭȅ ŘƻǿƴƭƻŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΣ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜǎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǎǘǳƴƴƛƴƎƭȅ complex 
patterns of interconnections among brain cells (neurons) and among the concentrations of biochemicals known as neurotransmitters 
that enable impulses to travel from neuron to neuron. We have no way of quickly downloading these patterns. But quick downloading 



will allow our nonbiological creations to share immediately what they learn with billions of other machines. Ultimately, nonbiological 
entities will master not only the sum total of their own knowledge but all of ours as well. 

Gibbs, W. Wayt. ñUntangling the Roots of Cancer.ò Scientific American Special Edition June 2008. (2008) 
Recent evidence challenges long-held theories of how cells turn malignantτand suggests new ways to stop tumors before they 
spread. 
What causes cancer? 
Tobacco smoke, most people would say. Probably too much alcohol, sunshine or grilled meat; infection with cervical papillomaviruses; 
asbestos. All have strong links to cancer, certainly. But they cannot be root causes. Much of the population is exposed to these 
carcinogens, yet only a tiny minority suffers dangerous tumors as a consequence. 
A cause, by definition, leads invariably to its effect. The immediate cause of cancer must be some combination of insults and accidents 
that induces normal cells in a healthy human body to turn malignant, growing like weeds and sprouting in unnatural places. 
At this level, the cause of cancer is not entirely a mystery. In fact, a decade ago many geneticists were confident that science was 
homing in on a final answer: cancer is the result of cumulative mutations that alter specific locations in a ŎŜƭƭΩǎ 5b! ŀƴŘ ǘƘǳǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ 
the particular proteins encoded by cancer-related genes at those spots. The mutations affect two kinds of cancer genes. The first are 
ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘǳƳƻǊ ǎǳǇǇǊŜǎǎƻǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ǊŜǎǘǊŀƛƴ ŎŜƭƭǎΩ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ŘƛǾƛŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴǳǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǇŜǊƳŀƴently disable the genes. The second 
variety, known as oncogenes, stimulate growthτin other words, cell division. Mutations lock oncogenes into an active state. Some 
researchers still take it as axiomatic that such growth-promoting changes to a small number of cancer genes are the initial event and 
root cause of every human cancer. 

Gawande, Atul. ñThe Cost Conundrum: Health Care Costs in McAllen, Texas.ò The New Yorker June 1, 2009. 

(2009) 
It is spring in McAllen, Texas. The morning sun is warm. The streets are lined with palm trees and pickup trucks. McAllen is in Hidalgo 
/ƻǳƴǘȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǿŜǎǘ ƘƻǳǎŜƘƻƭŘ ƛƴŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ōƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǘƘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ-trade zone has kept the 
unemployment rate below ten per cent. McAllen calls itseƭŦ ǘƘŜ {ǉǳŀǊŜ 5ŀƴŎŜ /ŀǇƛǘŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘΦ ά[ƻƴŜǎƻƳŜ 5ƻǾŜέ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
here.  
McAllen has another distinction, too: it is one of the most expensive health-care markets in the country. Only Miamiτ which has much 
higher labor and living costsτspends more per person on health care. In 2006, Medicare spent fifteen thousand dollars per enrollee 
here, almost twice the national average. The income per capita is twelve thousand dollars. In other words, Medicare spends three 
thousand dollars more per person here than the average person earns.  
¢ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛǾŜ ǘǊŜƴŘ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ Ŏƻǎǘǎ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǎŜ ŦƻǊƳΦ hǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ care is 
by far the most expensive in the world. In Washington, the aim of health-care reform is not just to extend medical coverage to 
everybody but also to bring costs under control. Spending on doctors, hospitals, drugs, and the like now consumes more than one of 
every six dollars we earn. The financial burden has damaged the global competitiveness of American businesses and bankrupted 
Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŘŜǾƻǳǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŀǘ ǘƻ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ŦƛǎŎŀƭ health is 
ƴƻǘ {ƻŎƛŀƭ {ŜŎǳǊƛǘȅΣέ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ .ŀǊŀŎƪ hōŀƳŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ aŀǊŎƘ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ IƻǳǎŜΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƳŜƴǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƻ 
ǊŜǎŎǳŜ ƻǳǊ ŜŎƻƴƻƳȅ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊƛǎƛǎΦ .ȅ ŀ ǿƛŘŜ ƳŀǊƎƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŀǘ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜ ǎƘŜŜǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅǊƻŎƪŜǘƛƴƎ cost of 
ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŎŀǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƭƻǎŜΦέ  

Sample Performance Tasks for Informational Texts: History/Social Studies & Science, 

Mathematics, and Technical Subjects  
¶ Students determine the central ideas found in the Declaration of Sentiments by the Seneca Falls Conference, noting the 

parallels between it and the Declaration of Independence and providing a summary that makes clear the relationships 
among the key details and ideas of each text and between the texts. [RH.11ς12.2] 

¶ Students evaluate the premises ƻŦ WŀƳŜǎ aΦ aŎtƘŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǿƘȅ bƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƛvil War 
by corroborating the evidence provided from the letters and diaries of these soldiers with other primary and secondary 
sources and challenging aŎtƘŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ claims where appropriate. [RH.11ς12.8] 

¶ Students analyze the hierarchical relationships between phrase searches and searches that use basic Boolean operators in 
¢ŀǊŀ /ŀƭƛǎƘŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ wŀŜƭ 5ƻǊƴŦŜǎǘΩǎ Google Hacks: Tips & Tools for Smarter Searching, 2nd Edition.  

¶ [RST.11ς12.5] 

¶ Students analyze the concept of mass based on their close reading of Gordon YŀƴŜΩǎ ά¢ƘŜ aȅǎǘŜǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ aŀǎǎέ ŀƴŘ cite 
specific textual evidence from the text to answer the question of why elementary particles have mass at all. Students 
explain important distinctions the author makes regarding the Higgs field and the Higgs boson and their relationship to the 
concept of mass. [RST.11ς12.1] 

¶ Students determine the meaning of key terms such as hydraulic, trajectory, and torque as well as other domain-specific 
words and phrases such as actuators, antilock brakes, and traction control used ƛƴ aŀǊƪ CƛǎŎƘŜǘǘƛΩǎ ά²ƻǊƪƛƴƎ YƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΥ 
9ƭŜŎǘǊƻƴƛŎ {ǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅ /ƻƴǘǊƻƭΦέ ώw{¢Φммς12.4] 


